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CRAZY LITTLE THING CALLED
LOVE
Queen
DREAMING MY DREAMS WITH YOU
Colleen Hewett
PLEASE DON'T GO
K.C. & The Sunshine Band
B U M E  IT ON THE BOOGIE
The Jacksons
HE'S MY NUMBER ONE
Christie Allen
DO THAT TO ME ONE MORE TIME
Captain & Tennille
ANOTHER BRICK IN THE WALL
Pink Floyd
SPACE INVADERS
Player (1 )
DON'T STOP 
Michael Jackson
ALWAYS LOOK ON THE BRIGHT 
SIDE OF LIFE 
Monty Python
2JJ
(n o  p a r t ic u la r  o r d e r )
SUDDENLY
The Sports
LONDON CALLING
The Clash
THE PRETENDERS
The Pretenders
TRUE COLOURS
Split Enz
GET HAPPY
Elvis Costello
THE FLYING LIZARDS
The Flying Lizards
SPEED, MADNESS AND FLYING
SAUCERS
Thought Criminals
REGATTA DE BLANC
The Police
THE SPECIALS
The Specials
BROKEN ENGLISH
Marianne Faithful
3XY
1 CRAZY LITTLE THING CALLED LOVE 
Queen
2 DREAMING MY DREAMS WITH YOU 
Colleen Hewett
5 HAVE A CIGAR 
Rosebud
4 UNDERFIRE 
Jackie
3 PLEASE DON’T GO 
K.C.& Sunshine Band
6 DRAG'S BACK 
Andy Forray 
I GOT YOU 
Split Enz
a  7 LOCOMOTION 
Ritz
9. 14 DO THAT TO ME ONE MORE TIME 
Captain & Tennille 
MONEY
The Flying Lizards
1.
2.
3.
4.
5.
6.
7. 17
8.
10. 13
3RRR
1. 2 THE PRETENDERS
The Pretenders
2. 1 THE MOTELS
The Motels
3. 3 THE SPECIALS
The Specials
4. 6 LONDON CALLING
The Clash
5. 5 REGATTA DE BLANC
The Police
6. 4 ONE STEP BEYOND
Madness
7. 7 SINGLES
Sports '' XL Capris
8. 14 FLEX
Lene Lovich 
9  9 SINGLES
Boys Next Door /  Kevins 
10. lOHEAD INJURIES 
Midnight Oil
4BK
1 1 CRAZY LITTLE THING CALLED LOVE
Queen
2. 3 ANOTHER BRICK IN THE WALL
Pink Floyd
3. 4 DREAMING MY DREAMS WITH YOU
Colleen Hewett
4. 2 BLAME IT ON THE BOOGIE
Jacksons
5. 5 DO THAT TO ME ONE MORE TIME
Captain & Tennille 
6 6 KNIGHT IN BLACK LEATHER 
Bette Midler
7. 7 COWARD OF THE COUNTY
Kenny Rogers
8. 8 DON’T STOP TIL YOU GET ENOUGH
Michael Jackson
9  12 MONEY
The Flying Lizards
10 13 STAY WITH ME TIL DAWN
Judie Tzuke
SINGLES
AUST
1.
2 . 2
3. 3
4. 5
5. 7
6. 4
7. 6
8.
10
I  CRAZY LITTLE THING CALLED 
LOVE 
Queen
DREAMING MY DREAMS WITH YOU 
Colleen Hewett 
PLEASE DON’T GO 
K.C. & The Sunshine Band 
BLAME IT ON THE BOOGIE 
JscKsons
DO THAT TO ME ONE MORE TIME 
Captain & Tennille 
DON’T STOP ’TIL YOU GET ENOUGH 
Michael Jackson 
ESCAPE 
Rupert Holmes 
12 HE’S MY NUMBER ONE 
Christie Allen
9. 20 ANOTHER BRICK IN THE WALL 
PART II 
Pink Floyd
8 MESSAGE IN A BOTTLE 
The Police
11. 15 SARA
Fleetwood Mac 
19 LOCOMOTION 
Ritz
10 STAY WITH ME TILL DAWN 
Judie Tzuke
9 BABE 
Styx
15. 28 ALWAYS LOOK ON THE BRIGHT 
SIDE OF LIFE 
Monty Python
I I  HOT TOWN 
Jon English
35 COWARD OF THE COUNTY 
Kenny Rogers 
21 CARRIE 
Cliff Richard
19. 30 MONEY
The Flying Lizards
20. 18 RAINBOW CONNECTION
Kermit
12
13.
14.
16.
17
18
UK
SINGLES ALBUMS
1.
4.
1 ATOMIC 
Blondie
9 TOGETHER WE ARE BEAUTIFUL 
Fern Kinney
6 TAKE THAT LOOK OFF YOUR FACE 
Marti Webb
5 1 CAN’T STAND UP FOR FALLING 
DOWN
Elvis Costello
5. 3 AND THE BEAT GOES ON
Whispers
6. 2 COWARD OF THE COUNTY
Kenny Rogers
7. 4 CARRIE
Clift Richard
8. 17 GAMES WITHOUT FRONTIERS
Peter Gabriel 
9 7 ROCK WITH YOU 
Michael Jackson 
10. 22 ALL NIGHT LONG 
Rainbow
11 8 SO GOOD TO BE BACK HOME
AGAIN
Tourists
12 19 SO LONELY
The Police
13. 12 RIDERS IN THE SKY
Shadows
14. 11 BABY I LOVE YOU
Ramones
15 25 AT THE EDGE
Stitt Little Fingers
17 10 CAPTAIN BEAKY
Keith Michell
18 34 TURNING JAPANESE
Vapors
19 40 CUBA BETTER DO IT SALSA
Gibson Brothers
20 16 LIVING IN THE PLASTIC AGE
Buggies
I  1 STRING OF HITS
The Shadows
2. 3 GET HAPPY
Elvis Costello
3. 2 THE U S T  DANCE
Various
4. 58 GREATEST HITS
Rose Royce
5. 5 TELL ME ON A SUNDAY
Marti Webb
6. 12 REGATTA DE BLANC
The Police
7. 9 OFF THE WALL
Michael Jackson
8. 4 PRETENDERS
The Pretenders
9. 7 KENNY
Kenny Rogers
10. 45 GREATEST HITS
K.C. & The Sunshine Band
I I  13 0UTLAND0S D’AMOUR 
The Police
8  ONE STEP BEYOND 
Madness
6 TOO MUCH PRESSURE 
Selector
14 17 EAT TO THE BEAT 
Blondie
15. 15
GOLDEN COLLECTION 
Charlie Pride
16 10 SHORT STORIES
Jon & Vangeiis
17 11 SPECIALS
The Specials 
18 THE WALL 
Pink Floyd
14SMALLCREEP S DAY 
Mike Rutherford 
20 20 PERMANENT WAVES 
Rush
12
13
18.
19.
ALBUMS
1. 2
2 . 1
3. 3
4. 4
5. 5
5. 6
7. 7
8. 8
10.
THE WALL 
Pink Floyd
REGATTA DE BLANC 
The Police 
SEPTEMBER MORN 
Neil Diamond 
20 GOLDEN GREATS 
Creedence Clearwater Revival 
DYNASTY 
Kiss 
TUSK
Fleetwood Mac 
OFF THE WALL 
Michael Jackson 
ELO’S GREATEST HITS 
ELO
9. 9 THE LONG RUN 
Eagles
13 THE ROSE
Original Soundtrack/Bette Midler 
15THEB-52’S 
The B-52’s
11 LIFE OF BRIAN 
Original Soundtrack
13. 58 MAD LOVE
Linda Ronstadt
14. 10 THE BEST OF SKYHOOKS
Skyhooks
15. 23 TRUE COLOURS 
Split Enz
12 DISCOVERY 
Electric Light Orchestra
18 LONDON CALLING 
The Clash
14 BEE GEES GREATEST 
Bee Gees
16 WELCOME TO THE CRUISE 
Judie Tzuke
20. 21JOHNNY MATHIS SOUVENIR 
ALBUM 
Johnny Mathis
11.
12.
16.
17.
18.
19.
US
SINGLES ALBUMS
1. 1 CRAZY LITTLE THING CALLED 
LOVE 
Queen
2. 2 LONGER
Dan Fogelberg
3. 3 YES I'M READY
Teri D eS ario /K C
4. 5 ON THE RADIO
Donna Summer
5 7 WORKING MY WAY BACK TO
YOU /  FORGIVE ME GIRL 
Spinners
6 10 ANOTHER BRICK IN THE WALL
(PART 2)
Pink Floyd 
7. 8 DESIRE 
Andy Gibb
8 6 ROCK WITH YOU 
Michael Jackson
9. 12 HIM
Rupert Holmes
10. 15 HOW DO I MAKE YOU
Linda Ronstadt
11. I IA N  AMERICAN DREAM
The Dirt Band
12. 18 TOO HOT
Kool & The Gang
13. 16 SECOND TIME AROUND
Shalamar
14. 14 SEPTEMBER MORN
Neil Diamond 
4 CRUISIN’
Smokey Robinson 
9 COWARD OF THE COUNTY 
Kenny Rogers
17. 21 REFUGEE
Tom Petty & The Heartbreakers
18. 20 " 9 9 "
Toto
19 13 DO THAT TO ME
The Captain & Tennille 
20. 25 SPECIAL LADY
Ray. Goodman & Brown
15.
16.
1. 1 THE WALL 
Pink Floyd
2 2 DAMN THE TORPEDOES
Tom Petty & The Heartbreakers
3. 3 OFF THE WALL
Michael Jackson
4. 4 PHOENIX
Dan Fogelberg
5 5 THE LONG RUN
The Eagles
6 ,7 PERMANENT WAVES
Rush
7 6 ON THE RADIO /  GREATEST HITS
VOLUMES 1 & 2 
Donna Summer
8 9 THE WHISPERS
The Whispers
9 18 BEBE LE STRANGE
Heart
10. 15 FUN AND GAMES 
Chuck Mangione 
11 8 CORNERSTONE
Styx
12. 12 KENNY
Kenny Rogers
13. 11 THE ROSE
Original Soundtrack 
14 -M A D  LOVE
Linda Ronstadt
15. 23 BUT THE LITTLE GIRLS 
UNDERSTAND 
The Knack
16 10 SEPTEMBER MORN
Neil Diamond
17 13TUSK
Fleetwood Mac
18 19 IN THE HEAT OF THE NIGHT
Pat Benatar
19 14 FREEDOM AT POINT ZERO
Jefferson Starship
20. 16 IN THROUGH THE OUT DOOR 
Led Zeppelin
4ZZZ-FM
(m o s t p la y e d )
SUDDENLY 
The Sports 
LONDON CALLING 
The Clash '
20 20
20 /.20
END OF THE CENTURY 
The Ramones
JANE AIRE & THE BELVEDERES
Jane Air & The Belvederes
THE SPECIALS
The Specials
THE PRETENDERS
The Pretenders
GET HAPPY
Elvis Costello
SETTING SONS
The Jam
TRUE COLOURS
Split Enz
SAD
1. 2
2. 1
3. 5
4. 3
5. 4
6. 10
7. 7
8. 6
9. 14
10. 16
Queen 
Tl AMO 
Umberto Tozzi
ANOTHER BRICK IN THE WALL 
(PART 2}
Pink Floyd
DREAMING MY DREAMS WITH YOU 
Colleen Hewett 
PLEASE DON’T GO 
K.C. & Sunshine Band
Christie Allen
BLAME IT ON THE BOOGIE
The Jacksons
SARA
Fleetwood Mac
Captain & Tennille
Ritz
5MMM-FM
SUDDENLY 
The Sports 
TRUE COLOURS 
Split Enz
THE PRETENDERS 
The Pretenders 
SKY 
Sky
FOLLOW THAT GIRL (s) 
The Aliens
THIS TOWN IS BORING (s) 
Skyhooks
LONDON CALLING 
The Clash 
AND I MEAN IT 
Genya Ra'van 
LOCO MOSQUITO (s)
Iggy Pop
LITTLE DARLING (s)
The Hounds
6PM
1. 1
2. 2
3. 5
4. 9
5. 3
10.
CRAZY LITTLE THING CALLED LOVE 
Queen
DREAMING MY DREAMS WITH YOU 
Colleen Hewett
DO THAT TO ME ONE MORE TIME 
Captain & Tennille 
HE’S MY NUMBER ONE 
Christie Allen 
PLEASE DON’T GO 
K.C. & Sunshine Band 
4 RAPPER’S DELIGHT 
Sugermill Gang
16 ANOTHER BRICK IN THE WALL 
Pink Floyd 
8 ESCAPE 
Rupert Holmes
6 RAINBOW CONNECTION 
Kermit
7 DON’T STOP TILL YOU GET ENOUGH 
Michael Jackson
6UVS-FM
10.
THE SPECIALS 
The Specials 
LONDON CALLING 
The Clash
REGATTA DE BLANC
The Police
THE PRETENDERS
The Pretenders
AND I MEAN IT
Genya Ravan
ONE STEP BEYOND
Madness
FLEX
Lene Lovich
ESCAPE FROM DOMINATION
Moon Martin
THE ROSE
Bette Midler
SETTING SONS
The Jam
2- Roadrujiner
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M A L I C I 0 U
THE POLICE had to cancel their first four 
Sydney Concerts, scheduled for the 6th, 7th, 
8th and 9th of March after lead singer and 
bass player Sting caught Hong Kong flu in 
New Zealand. Instead of doing four shows at 
the Capital Theatre the band will now be 
playing two shows at the larger Horden 
Pavillion on the 21st and 22nd of March. 
Apparently there was some difficulty re­
scheduling the concerts as The Police are 
due to play in India early in April. Sting’s 
illness caused the cancellation of The 
Polices’ New Zealand concerts and the 
promoter in New Zealand, who was up for 
$30,000 in refund ticket money, went 
bankrupt. The same fate could have befallen 
the Australian Tour promoters “Frontier 
Tours” apart from fast talking by Frontier 
Tours partner Michael Gudinski.
The news of Red Symon (ex Skyhooks 
guitarist) joining The Sports as an oc­
casional keyboard player came as a sur­
prise to most people. Apart from playing the 
occasional keyboards Red will be doing 
occasional guitar, back up vocals and 
percussion on the band’s national tour with 
Split Enz ( — The Sporting True Colours 
Tour —). The story behind the move is quite 
interesting. Apparently Martin Armiger 
was around at Red’s house a few weeks ago 
and was wondering out loud who Sports 
were going to get to play keyboards. With 
typical modesty Red turned to "Martin and 
said “Get the best — ME! ” . Martin and Red 
have known each other for about eight years 
and in fact Martin gave Red his first gig 
eight years ago with a band called the 
Bummers Band who were performing in an 
alternative musical in Melbourne called ‘A 
Night In Rio’. Red was paid $15.00 a week for 
playing in the band which comprised of 
Martin — Guitar, Lee Neal — Guitar, Red — 
on bass and Fred Cass (who surfaced as 
bass player in the Highrise Bombers a 
couple of years ago) on Drums. Red figures 
this move is his long awaited chance for 
revenge.
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The Angels, midway through the “Last 
Dash Tour” before going to the States, have 
announced that they will play two major 
concerts before they depart for overseas. 
The first will be at the Kingston Rock in 
Melbourne on March 28th and the second at 
Sydney’s Capital Theatre on the 29th. 
Meanwhile in the United States their debut 
LP has gone out under the name of Angel 
City. The reason for the change is that 
American band Angel kicked up a fuss about 
the Angels using their original name. 
However, the name change will not come 
into effect in Australia until (and if) The 
Angels make a big impression in the States. 
Part of the reason for the low budget “Last 
Dash Tour” could be that The Angels, when 
they go to the States, will be playing mainly 
small clubs and the tour gives the band the 
perfect opportunity to work out a small 
scale stage production. It’s also the Angels 
way of thawing all the people who sup­
ported them when they were not the huge 
success that they have become.
G O S S
The Boys Next Door will have a new single 
out very soon. It is part of an album that the 
band recorded for the American label Ralph 
Records (Home of the Residents and 
Snakefinger) shortly before they left for the 
U.K. The band have set up base in Kangaroo 
Valley i.e. Earls Court in London, and ac­
cording to Manager Keith Glass there are a 
few companies interested in thsm.
Following close on the release of the com­
pilation Albert Archives Album featuring 
rare and unreleased tracks from the Easy- 
Beats, Billy Thorpe, AC /  DC and Ted Mulry 
Gang among others, rock historian Glenn A. 
Baker is currently putting together a 
definitive package of Easybeats music. Its 
going to be a double album containing 42 
&acks and is due for release sometime in 
April.
Mi Sex’s single ‘Computer Games’ is 
currently holding down the number one spot 
in the state of Florida in the United States. 
It’s charting well all along the American 
East Coast and is getting airplay in the west. 
Meanwhile the band has already recorded 
their follow up album to Graffiti Crimes, (to 
be called Space Race) The rhythm tracks 
were laid down at the Music Farm in nor­
thern New South Wales and the other music 
was done at the Sydney Paradise Studios. 
Producer Peter Dawkins took the rough 
tapes to New York to mix them and he is 
reportedly ecstatic about the results. The 
band’s new single “People” will be released 
shortly before the band head overseas 
where they will be visiting Europe, the U.K. 
and the U.S.A.
Regular Records latest signing Flowers 
have put back the release of their debut 
single until the first week of April.
Regular Records Martin Fabyni said they 
waited so long to put out a single that they 
want it to be exactly right. The single is 
being awaited with particular interest in 
Sydney, as before their signing. Flowers 
were earning more money for their live 
performances in that city than most bands 
with recording contracts.
Adelaide’s Park Royal Motel was a hive of 
activitv on Tuesdav the 11th March — 
Leonard Cohen entourage was in town for 
one performance at Adelaide’s Apollo 
Stadium, (a superb concert from all 
reports) also playing the next night were 
Classical Rock group Sky, featuring world 
renowned classical guitarist John Williams 
and ex-Adelaide musician Kevin Peek, and 
also flipping in for a brief promotional visit 
was Miss Ellen Folley.
While in London Mental As Anything’s 
Greedy Smith (see feature elsewhere in 
issue) was shown the sights by Members 
lead singer Nicky Tesco, who apparently 
caught and loved The Mentals while on tour 
here late last year. Tesco even went as far 
as cooking Greedy dinner. (Perhaps that 
was the reason Greedy had indigestion when 
he talked to Chris Willis — see P.5)
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Still no definite distribution deal worked out 
for Public Image Ltd., John Lydon’s band, 
or the Sex Pistols in this country. Virgin 
Records, who release both acts in the U.K., 
are known to be interested in distributing 
both bands through Keith Glass’ Missing 
Lank label as Virgin’s usual distributor 
Festival is not interested in either band. 
Negotiations are proceeding.
The Sex Pistols ‘Great Rock n’ Roll Swindle’ 
movie has finally been shown at a Cinema in 
New York. Variety, the American film 
magazine, described it as “The greatest 
movie since Citizen Kane”. Whether their 
tongue was firmly in their cheek we will 
have to wait to the end of the year to find out 
as that is the soonest we can expect the film 
to be shown in Australia.
Millionaire businessman Paul McCartney 
will not lose as much as he originally 
thought out of his aborted Japanese Tour 
even though all the concerts that had been 
arranged for Wings to play there were 
cancelled after McCartney was caught with 
Marijuana in his suitcase at Tokyo Airport. 
A lot of his Japanese fans are retaining his 
tickets as souvenirs. Meanwhile back in 
London McCartney is reportedly recording 
his next album with famous reggae 
producer Lee ‘Scratch’ Perry.
WEA recently presented a Gold record to 
Sydney Radio station 2JJ for the ground 
work that the station did on the B52’s album 
(which only now seven months after its 
release is starting to sell in quantity) JJ 
picked up on the album as soon as it was 
released and has perservered with it ever 
since. It is interesting to comnare this with 
the other major group that the station could 
lay claim to have broken in the Country i.e. 
Dire Straits. Their record company. 
Polygram, gave all credit to commercial 
station 2SM for breaking’the act.
And what’s this about The Falcons having to 
choose between an European tour with Elvis 
Costello and an American one with the 
Eagles? Apparently the two tours overlap so 
it may be a little hard for the band to do 
both. I reckon they should do a world tour 
and let the others support them, meself (but 
then I guess you coidd say I was a bit one 
e y e d .........)
Late flash — Tom Petty tour late 
April..early May. Should be a beauty. 
That’s all for now.
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MR. SMITH 
GOES TO 
LONDON
Ghris W illis checks out the new boy in town.
Dear Folks at Home,
Despite jet lag, a 
hangover, and the imminent onset of gastro­
enteritis, Greedy Smith is having a great 
time in London and wishes you could all be 
here. Greedy, from Mental as Anything 
fame, is the latest Australian musician to 
make the pilgrimage to London to give 
Australian music to the world, and line their 
pockets at the same time.
I ran into Greedy at the Portobello Hotel, 
just down the road a stretch from the 
headquarters of the Mentals’ record label 
Virgin. And if he fails in everything else 
Greedy can always treasure the memory of 
his digs on the big trip to London. The 
favourite London watering hole of such 
famous laid back pop stars as James Taylot 
and Carly Simon the Portobello is the last 
word in Anglo-American cool. From the 
outside it is plain and unpretentious: 
discreet in the fashion the English have 
perfected. Inside comes the American in­
fluence, understated but still managing 
somehow to be a trifle pretentious. There 
are kentia palms and other plants dotted 
around the place, and a receptionist who 
greets you in a glib American manner that is 
strangely at odds with her London accent. 
She’s trying to tell you that everything is so 
laid back here we don’t mind who comes in. 
But you are left with the distinct impression 
that you don’t quite measure up to the other 
stars who have walked throu^ these oh-so 
discreet doors.
columns), they’re getting honourable 
mentions in some of the other music papers, 
and of course they’re signed to Virgin, one of 
the more effective (some would say 
manipulative) marketing companies in 
Britain.
Greedy tells me he’s been pleasantly sur­
prised by the reaction of the British media to 
Mental As Anything.
They have either been ignorant, but 
genuinely curious about the group, or 
knowledgeable and enthusiastic. But no one 
has yet been patronising or antagonistic, a 
common fate in cosmopolitan London for 
anything Australian. But there have been a 
couple of things that have puzzled some of 
the interviewers. For a start Greedy’s hair. 
During the course of more than one in­
terview he would look up to see the scribes 
looking in a strange bewildered way at his 
hair. (I don’t know whether you’ve seen 
Greedy lately, but his hair is short and 
sticks out a little at the front, forming a mini 
awning over his face. Certainly nothing 
unusual. So I told him not to worry too much 
1 about it.)
They are also puzzled by what seems to be 
the sudden activity of Australian 
rock’n’rollers. “They keep asking me 
what’s happening down there. All this good 
music’s suddenly coming out”. And for that 
puzzlement the media can only blame itself. 
For years Australian music has been 
equated with Rolf Harris, simply because 
the media wouldn’t look further. But sud­
denly the media is being confronted with 
ban^ like the Sports, Jo Jo Zep, Mental As 
Anything, which are as good, as vigorous, 
and as inventive as the majority of British 
bands. For a media that must rank as one of 
the most xenophobic in the world, that 
comes as a shock. It is almost as if the music 
media is only now learning one of the lessons 
of the new wave: that worthwhile things do 
happen outside the mainstream, 
geographically as well as artistically.
Another puzzling aspect appears to be the 
nature of the music. One reviewer (Adrian 
Thrills from NME) wanted to know why 
Australian, and specifically Mental as 
Anything’s, music wasn’t more rebellious. I 
tried to tell him that in Australia people are 
much more laid back and complacent. I 
mean you take unemployment. Per head of 
population it’s as bad in Australia as here, 
but people don’t seem to take as much notice 
back home. If they want to go to a pub, it’s 
very much to have a good time and get 
drunk”. Which is not much different than in 
London. The rebelliousness’ of British rock
music is largely an illusion perpetuated by 
sections of the music press, who would like it 
to be that way, but not having much foun­
dation in reality. The records that sell well, 
the concerts that sell out, and the pubs that 
are well frequented, are with one or two 
exceptions the ones that involve music that 
is definitely not rebellious.
Greedy says on the basis of what he’s seen 
here Mental As Anything has a chance of 
success when the boys make the Odyssey 
late in August. “From what I’ve seen we’ll 
either get things thrown at us or we’ll go 
down well. The standard of music back 
home is just as good, it’s a matter of getting 
the breaks”, says Greedy. But they have no 
intention of basing themselves here. “That 
would be biting the hand that feeds us. In 
Australia you can make so much money 
doing live gigs. Over here it’s much more 
competitive. Hard to get gigs, and there are 
so many records being released, it would be 
really hard to get airplay. Someone was 
teling me the music controller at the BBC 
has just given up trying to listen to all the 
new releases”. But despite all the hurdles. 
Greedy thinks the band will get on, by 
playing the occasional gigs here.
It’s an admirable attitude, but a prediction 
hard to accept, because it flies in the face of 
the evidence. With the inevitable one or two 
exceptions, the bands that make it here, that 
is make it to the stage where they can eke 
out a good living from their music, are those 
that build up a strong fc ŝe throughout the 
country, by constant touring. The most 
spectacular example is the Specials, now 
sweeping all before them, but only after two 
years of hard grind, and touring every 
corner of these isle's. And the only 
Australian band over the past few years to 
make any sort of impression in terms of 
sales and popularity is AC /  DC, who based 
themselves here, and worked, and worked, 
and worked. But then Greedy’s the first to 
admit Mental As Anything is a band with a 
fairly relaxed attitude to the question of 
success. He once said the band would stop 
playing when it was no longer fun, and he 
sticks to that. “A relaxed attitude is the only 
way”, he laughs. “Perhaps we’re going 
about it the wrong way. But you take Mi- 
Sex. They’ve got a really healthy 
professional attitude. They want to make it, 
and the way they’re going about it is 
probably the right way. And I respect theni 
for that. But they probably have to do a lot of 
things that aren’t fun to them. Having fun is 
still our main criteria” .
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After a few minutes of sitting in the lobby, I 
hear the rustle of plants, and looking up spy 
Greedy obviously out of sorts, battling his 
way through the foliage to meet me. Apart 
from his pallid face he looks the picture of 
sartorial splendour in a 50’s lurex threaded 
coat, lumberjack check shirt, tapered pants 
and scuffed white shoes. Whatever else 
happens Greedy will go down a treat with 
the fashion conscious British music media. 
As he leads the way to the bar, he informs 
me he’s still suffering from a little jet lag 
(he had a 36 hour trip over here with delays 
occuring at every place possible) is slightiy 
hung over from the night before, and has 
been sick all day from some horrendous 
British food, also ingested the night before. 
But despite that he’s having a wonderful 
time in 01 Limey.
Greedy’s now been in London just over a 
week on a rock’n’roll busman’s holiday. 
He’s been out seeing the bands and venues 
you hear so much of back home, sampling 
some of the local alcohol, and in between 
talking to the music media, trying to gee 
them up for Mental As Anything’s trip here 
later this year. Because you may not know 
it, but the Mentals are poised to be this 
year’s big overseas thing in Britain. The 
Nips Are Getting Bigger is being played on 
an increasing number of radio stations, the 
album Get Wet (retitled Mental As 
Anything) has just received a five star 
review in Sounds (an unheard of accolade 
for an Australian album — they usually get 
a one or two line review in the import
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THE LA. POP EXPLOSION
There’s movement on the Californian fault line. Seismographic survey: Professor Stuart Coupe.
Harbour
and The Explosions -The Rom antics.
And sure enough The Knack had a number 1 
hit. And yesiree, it only cost ’em $18,000 to 
make. And by golly we’d better get one on 
our label.
The success of The Knack showed record 
companies that there is a market for pop 
styled rock’n’roll bands who concentrate on 
catchy, powerful three minute tunes and 
sing about gurls, lost love, desire for love 
and more gurls, gurls, gurls. And, like spoilt 
brats who’d seen another kid with a toy they 
didn’t have, the major record companies set 
out to find their Knacks.
Or, as Jacob Needleman once said: Tt has 
been said that every time and place has its 
own despair. The despair of California is the 
despair of people relentlessly getting what 
they want.”
So, who out of the thousands of pop bands 
carving out a meagre living on the club 
circuit and through independent releases 
were the winners in the “listen kid, we like 
your songs, we’ve got a lot of money and 
we’re gonna make you a SSSTTTT- 
TAAAAARRRRR” game?
CBS did pretty good. They snared The 
Romantics, The Beat and 20 /  20. Capitol of 
course had The Knack and they added The 
Motels. The Rubinoos and Earthquake were 
still hanging out at Beserkley who are 
distributed in Australia by Festival 
Records. WE A found the ‘ “new and original” 
Shoes who’d released three or four in­
dependent albums before the golden hand­
shake, and just to have a better than even 
chance they got Pearl Harbour and The 
Explosions.
No doubt there’s more to come but they’re 
the initial bunch with their records released 
in Australia. They’re not all from Los 
Angeles or even California but overall the 
majority of new American pop bands are 
coming from the West Coast, and Los 
Angeles has the largest number of potential 
1981 Beatles.
In fact you might say that the pop explosion 
is the first real re-emergance of a West 
Coast Sound’ since the heady days of The 
Dead, The Airplane, Quicksilver and all 
those spaced out cats.
And, in case you’re enjoying the L.A. quotes, 
Candice Bergen said: “Living in L.A. is like 
not having a date on Saturday night”. Good 
one eh? (Huh? — ED)
The Motels, The Beat and Pearl Harbour 
and The Explosions are the three bands 
most likely to succeed in Australia (at least 
they’re the ones the record co’s will pay 
phone bills for so we can do interviews) so 
we harangued 2JJ’s Stuart Matchett to 
phone Pearl Gates from The Explosions, 
and Martha Davis, lead voice with The 
Motels. I did Paul Collins from The Beat.
Pearl Harbour and The Explosions play 
relaxed, unobtrusive and pleasant pop 
music that emphasises nice’ harmonies. 
They look like doing reasonably well with 
the single, Drivin’.” Lead singer is Pearl 
Gates who goes under the name of Pearl 
Harbour. How come? “ A friend of mine was 
coming to visit me from England and his 
friend thought that was what my name was. 
He thought, “oh, he’s going to visit his friend 
Pearl Harbour’. We had a big laugh about it. 
It was a time when we were trying to come 
up with a name so I came up with The Ex­
plosions and my friend came up with Pearl 
Harbour” Pearl said.
And why is San Francisco, The Explosions 
base, turning out lots of neato rock’n’roll 
bands after b̂ eing relatively dormant for so 
long in comparison to the vibrant New York 
scene? Well, in San Francisco the club 
scene has been expanding and giving more 
of the bands a chance to make their living 
off making music. So a lot of the bands are
getting better through playing live so much” 
said Pearl.
And the music scene is really supportive. 
The kids in San Francisco always go to the 
clubs. It’s really a rock’n’roll oriented city 
now. It’s real fun and that has just started 
coming back. Like, when we were first 
starting out there were five or six clubs 
where we could play and we just kept 
making the rounds of those clubs and now 
we’ve got ten and it just makes it easier for 
the bands to experiment around.
“And the fans. There’s lots of music fans so 
it just seems to be roiling right along” Pearl 
said.
Because of the sudden interest in bands like 
The Explosions things tended to move faster 
than that might otherwise have. It was only 
a few months after people started hearing 
about the band that they had their first 
album out on WEA. “It did happen pretty 
quickly” Pearl said. “We were only together 
for about six months and we were doing 
really well on the live circuit. We were at­
tracting a lot of people because our show 
was real visual and our music is very dance 
orientated.
The musical influences obvious in The 
Explosions’ music is predominantly English 
and poppy but it turns out that the band 
(Pearl vocals and percussion : Peter 
B ilt /g u ita r  and vocals: Hilary Sten­
ch /bass and vocals: and John Stench/ 
Drums and percussion) have really diverse 
influences. The whole idea when we were 
deciding what sort of music to write was to 
make sure that it was danceable and yet 
different from everybody else” Pearl said. 
Everyone in the band has a different taste 
in music as far as what they like to listen to 
at home so we combined all those in­
fluences.
For example, our drummer is very heavily 
into jazz. I’m really into rockabilly and old 
Motown soul, Hilary is more pop orientated 
and Peter is very influenced by early 
English rock’n’roll bands — The Who, The 
Kinks, The Beatles. And so combining all 
those interests we had to come up with a 
music that was different” she said.
and I really don’t like to bad rap anyone but 
I don’t find them at all interesting to tell you 
the truth” Pearl said.
I got the idea that it was all so sexually 
orientated and that sort of turns me off but I 
could be wrong about that and there are 
others who would say that I’m a fool for not 
accepting that.
It seems like it’s music for 14 year old 
girls which is OK in one way but I don’t like 
that kind of stuff.
“They’re good musicians though, they 
really are” she said.
Paul Collins, lead singer and rhythm 
guitarist with The Beat doesn’t think the 
success of The Knack was all that crucial.
Sure The Knack played a part but so did 
people like The Sex Pistols, David Johansen, 
The Ramones and Cheap Trick” Paul said.
For thos6 who haven’t heard The Beat, they 
play extremely powerful singles-orientated 
rock’n’roll. They sing about all the 
established themes but zippeee can these 
kids write hit singles. There’s twelve on 
their debut album and the big thing is the 
POWER. Tooooo many of the new pop bands 
fall into playing really wimpy stuff but The 
Beat play like they mean to hammer every 
chorus into the back of your skull — starting 
from the front.
Suffice to say that if you’re only gonna hear 
one of these bands make sure it’s The Beat, 
the beat, the beat, the beat ....................
Besides Paul Collins The Beat are Steve 
Huff (bass and second vocals): Larry 
Whitman (lead guitar and third vocals): 
and Michael Ruiz (drums and all per­
cussion).
Collins was formerly a member of the 
fantastic Nerves who recorded a 
magnificent pop rock’n’roll EP and 
disbanded. They’ll at least be remembered 
as containing Jack Lee who wrote Blondie’s
hit Rangin’ On The Telephone” ............
And let me tell you folks. The Nerves’ 
version leaves Deb and the boys for dead.
After The Nerves split Paul was working as 
a parking lot attendant. He got together with 
Michael (who had the same vocation) and
“ . . . ....... nothing wrong with Southern
California that a rise in the ocean level 
wouldn’t cure” . ROSS MACDONALD.
“ ............nothing wrong with the future of
pop orientated West Coast bands that a 
number I hit for The Knack wouldn’t 
cure” . STUART COUPE.
The major element that separates The 
Explosions from the other bands of the pop 
varity is the attitude expressed in songs like
Shut Up And Dance” and So Much For 
Love” — both have an anti-romantic sch­
maltz theme. That’s exactly where I 
personally am at” Pearl said. There’s 
messages to be gotten through our songs but 
none that are too heavy.
Shut Up And Dance” speaks for itself — 
more or less a complaint about people trying 
to pick you up at a bar. We like to write 
about subjects like that that heppen to us 
that aren’t negative or too heavy or too 
bluesy or too love orientated” she said.
What’s coming through Pearl dear, is that 
you donwanna upset ANYBODY.
So what about The Knack, who had kind 
words to say about The Explosions whilst in 
Australia. Well we played with The Knack,
they started playing in the living room. 
They made a demo.
Paul’s old buddy, Eddie she looked good 
with makeup’ Money (who The Nerves had 
opened for) heard the demo and interested 
the record company.
A record was made with Bruce Botnick (see 
Eddi M. and The Doors) producing. It came 
out at the wrong time but after rather 
positive reviews CBS are trying to relaunch 
it.
And as for an attitude to disco‘s I’ve never 
bought a disco record and I don’t go to 
discotheques” Pearl said. “I’m in favour of 
the idea of making music that people like to 
do nothing but dance to. I see no harm in 
making simple dance beat records for the 
sake of those people who don’t want to do 
anything but dance. It’s fine.
I think that it’s on its way out but I don’t 
think that it’s in any way harmful or 
negative” she said.
When it comes to new wave Pearl follows a 
policy of disassociation. “‘When it first 
started it was real interesting and intriguing 
and the bands had a lot to say and they were 
different and clever but it seems like the 
more the trend is picking up the more new 
wave seems to be 60’s orientated pop music 
with skinny black ties and white shirts and 
short haircuts” Pearl said.
The Beat’s first single in Australia is called 
“A Different Kind Of Girl” and it’s got HIT 
written all over it. Is anyone at 2SM 
listening? Sorry, I thought not.
According to Paul the main reason The Beat 
got signed was that “the record companies 
needed new groups. It’s really healthy now 
because good groups with good songs who 
play uptempo rock’n’roll have a real chance 
of getting somewhere” he said.
As for the other Los Angeles bands. 
“There’s a lot of them and it’ll be interesting 
to see how they all develop” Paul said. 
“Some of them have really heavy egos and 
want to obliterate the whole world. We put 
this emphasis on audience /  performer 
interaction and try to play music that’s 
enjoyable and accessible to our audience.”
Paul feels that Bomp magazine publisher 
and label manager Greg Shaw is one of the 
prime figures behind the development of 
West Coast pop music. Shaw is the world’s 
best known and respected rock’n’roll 
historian and through his record label has 
given numerous bands the opportunity to 
make records. One of his latest releases, an 
album called L.A. Explosion by The Last is 
one of the finest folk tinged pop rock’n’roll 
albums released in recent years. “ Greg 
searches out unknown product” Paul said, 
“he supported people like Devo, The Nerves 
and Ig ^  Pop when no-one else wanted to 
know about them.
Shaw is also a prolific writer and rock’n’roll 
theorist. His articles are recommended to 
anyone interested in the development of the 
music but his cover notes to Waves, a Bomp 
Anthology Of New Music are relevant to this 
piece: “Nowdays, more and more young 
bands take their first plunge into the record 
business by means of the “new wave” 
scene, which is made up of an interlocking 
worldwide network of clubs, magazines, 
disc jockeys, small record labels and 
musicians.
“Frequently new bands scrape together 
enough cash to record their best tunes in a 
small studio and press a thousand or so 
records for their fans. Occasionally, a major 
record company hears one of these records 
and offers the group a contract. But as the 
number of new artists grows and the “ new 
wave” scene becomes more diversified, it’s 
becoming increasingly difficult for this 
system to work.” .
So the thousands of independents keep 
coming out and the major record companies 
stand back and select the cream of the mop 
top crop. It’s no coincidence that Bomp 
Records released singles by The Romantics, 
20 / 20, The Shoes, and tracks by Paul 
Collins (amongst many, many others) 
before the large co’s latched on.
Then there’s The Motels, fronted by Martha 
Davis. Their debut album was released 
months ago in Australia but is just starting 
to attract attention. Since that album was 
recorded original guitarist Jeff Jourard (ex 
Tom Petty’s Heartbreakers) has been 
replaced by one Tim McGovern. And the 
change in sound? “‘We re a bit punchier and
a bit more ............  I don’t know “ Martha
explains in detail.
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It’s probably down to all those memory 
banks we’ve built for ourselves over the last 
decade. Those miles of film and videotape, 
the glossy magazines from Europe full of 60s 
pop icons, the spreading plague of vinyl 
junkiedom; the past becomes the future and 
the mass cultures of the dying twentieth 
century find it almost impossible to create a 
style that isn’t a form of nostalgia.
In England, the latest one is called the mod 
revival. Quadrophenia” has become an 
extremely successful piece of cinema, the 
Who are again cashing in on their distant 
and colourful past and mediocre London 
mod” bands are releasing messy bits of 
power-chorded vinyl at a frantic rate.
All this punctilious time-machine nonsense 
must seem very amusing to those surviving 
mods now pushing forty who were part of 
the original, volatile secret societies of 
working class kids in search of exotic escape 
from mundane reality. Once the movement 
was pinned down long enough to be ex­
ploited, it was dead; the effort wasn’t worth 
it by the time hip journalists like Tom Wolfe 
and Nik Cohn had gunned down mod’s 
colourful nuances and business began 
selling ready made artifacts.
And the same applied to those mid-sixties 
rockers who identified themselves with the 
style. The Who and the Small Faces are 
those whose music lives on, hut they 
inevitably lost contact with a lifestyle that 
was dying as they become pop stars, and 
they had only the most tenuous claims to 
any kind of leadership role.
Nevertheless, their edgy, inventive records 
retain their power, echoes of a mythologised 
time of style and rebellion that’s preserved 
in a clearer amber than any other pop era 
with the possible exception of the primal 
days of the mid-fifties. Both the Who and 
their soul brothers in the Small Faces may 
have been mod’ bands more through ac­
cidents or marketing than anything else, but 
the desperate vocals and pounding drums of 
My Generation or the Faces’ All or Nothing 
provide a direct reflection of the rush of an 
amphetamined weekend, even if they don’t 
nave the dancing beat of the nascent
Jamaican and soul styles that were the real 
sounddtrack of the times.
The Who’s first relationship to mod was one 
of straight exploitation; the first attempt to 
cash in as the High Numbers was a failure, 
but with the change of name and new 
management came a subtler approach. The 
four rough diamonds from Shepherd’s Bush 
were dressed in flash gear and loaded with a 
pop-art image that made them the first to 
connect directly with that world of middle- 
class trend manufacturers to which so many 
mods aspired.
As for musical fashion, the Who already had 
a head start on such rivals as the Stones and 
the Kinks in that their repertoire included
The killer, of course, was the third single. 
My Generation, originally a Dylanesque 
talking blues until the Who’s management 
badgered Townshend into transforming it 
into the anthem that’s been the band’s 
albatross ever since. Fifteen years later it 
sounds more like an artifact than many 
other forty-fives released in the same era (a 
fate that befalls the ground-breaking 
product of all but the most inspired of rock 
innovators) but its qualities as an inspired 
cry of rage are undimmed.
Having made their definitive statement, the 
Who moved on immediately. The My 
Generation album had one other song that 
carried the bite of the title track (Out On The 
Street with its dislocated Bo Diddley beat
“The mod thing? Yeah.. .  everybody 
seems to be going back to yesterday, don’t 
they? Maybe it’s because tomorrow looks 
so shitty.”
—JOESTRUMMER
large slabs of what one of their early sleeve 
notes called “quality negro music” ; songs 
by James Brown and Memphis soulsters 
that sounded more contemporary than the 
blues and Chuck Berry chestnuts favoured 
by their predecessors. And in Townshend, 
they had a writer who only needed the 
slightest of encouragement.
The first two singles, I Can’t Explain and 
Anyway Anyhow Anywhere were explosive 
and constricted at the same time, the per­
fect aural equivalents, to that famous 
Maximum R and B” poster with its photo 
of a flailing Townshend that introduced the 
guitar hero to rock iconography. Building 
the songs around snarling guitar work that 
took the amped-up anarchy of predecessors 
Link Wray, Bo Diddley and Pirate Mick 
Green one step further, the W'ho’s obsessed 
main man was giving notice that he wasn’t 
about to be restricted by current style.
and rawest of Daltrey vocals) but Town­
shend was already applying himself to pure 
pop with The Kids Are Alright and A Legal 
Matter and on The Good’s Gone and Much 
Too Much stretching out with droning 
harmonies that are the epitome of the 
comedown from rebellious exuberance.
And though they were inspired by the pulse 
of r’n’b, the Who were also assiduous users 
of white syles. While the mods were dan- 
ciung to ska and bluebeat, the Ready Steady 
Who EP saw the band giving their surf 
music influences full rein, and Moon and 
Entwistle wrote a song called In The City 
about a mythical California where you can 
drive your super stock Cobra to the long 
highway and you can drag... ”
By 1966, the mods were no longer an ex­
clusive society, and the Who were becoming 
major contenders in the pop mainstream. 
Managers Lambert and Stamp formed the 
first trendy independent label. Reaction, for
the band and Substitute- became their first 
number one hit. It was followed by a series 
of stunning songs, including I’m A Boy and 
Pictures of Lily that represented the high 
tide of Townshend’s creativity. Distanced 
and totally involving, they centred around a 
strange set of dislocated adolescent images 
in the lyrics and unique rock’n’roll 
dynamics. Producer Shel Talmy (also 
responsible for classic records by the Kinks, 
the Easybeats and David Bowie in his mod 
phase) made even an acoustic guitar sound 
like a rampaging rock instrument and 
Daltrey’s neutral vocals were perfect for the 
songs.
New found status as pop innovators wasn’t 
enough to give the Who superstar impetus in 
record sales. They hit America in ’67, but 
the shattering impact of their stage act 
(check The Kids Are Alright soundtrack for 
an example recorded on the Smothers Bros. 
TV show) didn’t shift many records\mtil the 
magnificent I Can See For Miles went top 
ten. It was a relative flop in Britain despite 
its farewell-to-a-great-pop-era mix of 
ethereal emotion and blitzkreig playing, and 
significantly enough, their subsequent 
album The Who Sell Out was both a resume 
of and a goodbye to their native pop culture.
A melange of pirate radio call signs, 
deodorant com m ercials, psychedelic 
playing and fine, oblique pop songs. Sell Out 
is a record of multi-layered surprise that 
would have been an entirely suitable 
farewell if the Who had decided to break up 
before the seventies arrived to batter the 
band into something far less special than 
they were. Subsequent 60s Who releases 
were far less exciting; the singles Magic 
Bus and Call Me Lightning  were 
unremarkable Bo Diddley remakes, and A 
Quick One was an appropriately named 
album stacked with filler, with the title 
track a mini-pop opera that was a preview of 
the mature” conceptual extravaganzas to 
come.
The Small Faces were a briefer, less 
desperate explosion than the Who, but they 
encapsulated the hedonistic energy of young 
London like no other sixties band. Six weeks 
continued page 9
Roadrunner 7
mam
Everyone A grees
i
Hiqh altitude 
lo w 'n 'io ll
features 
Rock Lobster' 
&'Planet Claire
record BSK 3355 cassette M5W 3355
ON WARNER BROS RECORDS & TAPES
Distributed by WEA Records Pty. Limited 
O  A Warner Communications Company
8 Roadrunner
MODS
after acned bassist Ronnie “Plonk” Lane 
met ex-child actor Steve Marriot in a music 
shop the Faces scored a record contract and 
their custom-written Who imitation 
Whatcha Gonna Do ’Bout It was in the top 20 
by late ’65.
By 1966, 'mod’ may have been an already 
largely meaningless term, but the Faces 
had the verve and creativity to adapt and 
explode any passing fashion. In eighteen 
months on Decca they released two albums 
and eight hit singles, the latter a succession 
of exhilirating gems that ranged from the 
blue-eyed dancing soul of Sha La La Lee to 
the flipside of 1967’s Patterns, a song called 
E to D which provided an errie premonition 
of 70s punk as Marriot screamed 
"Sometimes I feel like a frustrated child... 
With Marriot’s leather-throated rasp and 
Ian Maclagan’s organ they could afford to 
stay closer to their black mentors than the 
Who as they covered a gamut of styles from 
Motown to Memphis. But their real soul lay 
closer to home; from the cockney flash 
Marriot exploited on stage to their plun­
dering of music hall songs, hymns and pub 
piano cliches, the Small Faces milked their 
English roots for all they were worth.
Stones’ manager Andrew Loog Oldham 
realised their potential and signed them to 
his label Immediate in mid-’67. Given plenty 
of studio time, they took to psychedelic pop 
like ducks to water as well as assisting 
Oldham in his efforts to produce an Anglo- 
soul sound. (P.P. Arnold’s classic So You 
Think You’re Groovy, which the Faces 
wrote and played on, was the label’s finest 
moment in the style.)
The Small Faces abandoned their rough 
edges but kept their power as they moved 
on; Here Come The Nice was a brilliantly 
slick pop paean to a speed dealer. Itchy coo 
Park broke them in America, and the killer 
combination of Tin Soldier and Lazy Sunday 
raised to them surrogate Beatle status as 
teenage idols with enough peer respect to 
wallow in.
But as with all pop fairytales, the ending 
was both tragic and trite. By ’68, the 
pressure the band was succumbing to as 
heavy rock swept all before it was obvious in 
their penultimate single The Universal a 
resigned jug band shuffle with country 
garden sound effects. But they did have a 
few aces left up their sleeve; in the same 
year they made a legendary tour of 
Australia with the Who and Paul Jones, and 
they went out with all guns firing on the 
highly successful Ogden’s Nut Gone Flake 
album, a record which summarised their 
career in all its naivety and exuberance. 
One track was released as an overpowering 
single; Afterglow of Your Love is three 
minutes of soul and skill unleashed that 
makes up for the disappointments of the ex- 
Small Faces’ subsequent careers.
With the Small Faces’ break up, mod as a 
rock’n’roll inspiration might have seemed 
forever buried, but with all the debris 
floating about after the ’77 explosion, a 
comeback was inevitable. Whatcha Gonna 
Do Bout It. and Substitute were being 
played by the Pistols, and it only needed a 
few old newsreels to be rerun for a new hype 
wave to break.
None of the English mod revival bands have 
produced any vinyl that rates more than a 
yawn from this listener, though Secret 
Affair’s brace of singles are reasonable 
examples of an old English imitation-soul 
tradition. Far more interesting have been 
the jumpy ska carnival sounds of the 
Specials and Madness, the first coherent 
white boy dabblings in the style since 
Georgie Fame’s early sixties efforts; one 
can only hope that their chart success 
delivers a badly needed kick to the som­
nolent body of modern Jamaican music.
And then, of course, there’s the magnificent 
Jam; even if their mastermind Paul Weller 
has claimed "we started as a punk band, 
and we’re staying that way”, there’s no 
doubt that the current rash of Boys in Sharp 
Suits owes nearly everything to his exam­
ple. Like Elvis Costello, Weller knows what 
he wants and knows how to get it, and even if 
the Jam’s progress from the raw explosions 
of their debut to their new Setting Sons epic 
bears some contrived elements, there’s no 
doubt they’ve created a brilliant, many, 
sided urban music in a tradition that 
Townshend and his contemporaries 
abandoned in the late sixties.
Weller’s used sixties melody and big beat 
with the same skill he’s applied to reviving a 
guitar style that was swept away by the 
“coming of Hendrix. And his lyrics gain their 
strength from the sharp eye their writer 
keeps on gritty reality. The title track of the 
Jam’s first album offers as good a 
statement of Weller’s intent as any of his 
songs: Tn the city/  there’s a thousand 
things I want to say to you. ■ He should 
have many more sharp focussed stories of 
the quality of Down In The Tube Station, 
Away From The Numbers and Eton Rifles 
to teU the world through the decade, and 
when another generation of sharp fashions 
are hanging in forgotten wardrobes, the 
energy will still be leaping out of the grooves 
of scratched Jam records.
by Julian S tuart
John Schumann has never been to Memphis, 
Tennessee. He hasn’t walked down 
Hollywood Boulevard either and he 
probably won’t ever spend a night at the Las 
Vegas Hilton.
All of which bothers him not at all.
Schumann is guitarist and lead singer with 
Redgum, Adelaide folk group cum rock 
band cum social conscience.
Thin and bearded, he looks impatient and 
keyed up, the sort of bloke who would have 
little time for journalists and their silly 
questions. Au contraire. He was happy to 
spend four hours of the month of February 
dscussing Redgum, its music, aims and 
political views.
Intense but articulate, he anxiously em­
phasises he is not Redgum’s Mick Jagger.
"It’s four people who co-operate and con­
tribute equally”, he says. He’s only doing 
the interview because he is a teacher and 
finishes work before the others. All mem­
bers have day jobs, which makes touring 
difficult. It also means they are not full-time 
musicians: by no means a bad thing.
Redgum is Schumann, 26 (guitar, vocals); 
Michael Atkinson, 27 (guitar, mandolin, 
piano, vocals); Chris Timms, 29 (violin) and 
Verity Truman, 25 (flute, tin whistle), four 
friends with a common interest in music 
who met at university in 1975.
"I think our first gig was playing to some old 
drunk in Elder Park for an organisation 
called Action for People’s Art”, Schumann 
recalls. "Nobody came. We were terrible” .
After that inauspicious start, they played at 
21sts, weddings, gallery openings, book 
launchings and parties. By 1978 they had 
developed a unique, exciting Redgum 
sound. Their refreshing debut album. If You 
Don’t Fight You Lose, released in April last 
year, fused traditional folk instrumentation 
with unmistakeable Australian vocals and a 
keen eye for the inequities and iniquities of 
our society.
The band is now working at Slater Sound 
Studio on the 10 or 12 songs that will com­
prise their second album. All but one (Verity 
Truman’s Domination Quickstep) have been 
writen by Schumann and /  or Atkinson.
Atkinson is the most accomplished musician 
in the band. He in fact won a Young Com­
posers Award in 1979, for "some atonal 
garbage”, Shumann says slyly.
"I think there are certain things Redgum 
lacks”, he adds, confessing he is only a 
rough rhythm guitarist.
Also, many record companies are very 
keen on dictating what goes on the album, 
what doesn’t, what cover you use, who takes 
the photographs, how much time you spend 
in the studio.”
The third alternative to Larrikin or a major 
is for the band to form its own label. This 
appears the most likely. It would give them 
freedom of choice of material and 
packaging, plus tighter control over an 
album after pressing.
The label could also release records by other 
artists. Schumann mentions one very 
prominent female singer who he claims 
would be interested in joining.
Other plans for a busy 1980 include work on a 
Redgum songbook; sorting out their 
financial affairs ("They were done in a 
haphazard way” ); and system atically  
touring the country — on weekends and 
holidays.
Irtcidentally, while Melbourne is "almost 
like home territory” for the band, Adelaide 
gigs have to be subsidised by interstate 
performances. When Redgum played in 
Sydney, people flocked from Canberra and 
Newcastle to see them.
Another project in the pipeline is work for a
West German radio station, which is 
compiling a three-part series on Australian 
history. Hilmar Bachor, from Radio WDR 
Cologne, is in this country collecting 
material for the series.
Impressed by Redgum’s uniquely 
Australian feel and sound, he has sought 
permission to use three songs from If You 
Don’t Fight and the band is recording 
another six tracks at his request.
I think that’s rather exciting, the fact that 
Redgum is seen as a band which says 
something about Australia,” Schumann 
reflects proudly. Nine songs on West Ger­
man radio. When was the last time you 
heard a Redgum track on an Adelaide 
commercial station?
That’s the kind of establishment in­
difference Redgum encounters.
"Chris and Verity are very good at what 
they do and have evolved a very distinctive 
style — Verity plays flute like nobody I’ve 
ever heard before. Chris and Verity are 
learning to work together and orchestrate 
their parts. The vocal harmonies have 
tightened, too. Our harmony parts on the 
first album were simple, but we have 
developed”.
If You Don’t Fight was made for between 
$4000 and $5000, in rather unusual cir­
cumstances. Schumann reckons on spen­
ding up to $10,000 on the new LP, with the 
band producing. It should be available by 
September.
A tentative title for the disc was The Long 
Run. Of course, they were scooped when the 
Eagles christened their latest platinum- 
plated platter. Later Schumann will tell 
SUV’s Nigel Russell they’re considering 
Blood on the Bottles, because "some people 
have described us as a booze band”.
Of the first LP, Schumann says: "It was a 
learning process for us. None of us had ever 
gone about doing an album before, so we 
learned as we went. We have done so much 
more work, both individually and together, 
the next one will be more polished in terms 
of production — probably a bit lusher.
There will be more instrumentation, 
although it will of necessity be tinged with 
the Redgum raw edge, because that’s how 
we play.”
He won’t divulge too much information 
about the new numbers, but says there will 
be "history songs, character sketches and 
unadulterated cheek.”
Compared to the first album “it will not be 
as "heavy’, but the message will be there 
just the same.”
The new material is largely acoustic, with 
session musicians provithng "sympathetic” 
bass and drums on most tracks.
Two songs on the first album. Letter to 
B.J. and Servin’ U.S.A. were competent 
electric rock and Redgum now uses bass 
and drums in the second half of its live 
performances. The group’s recent tour of 
ttie eastern states and Tasmania featured a 
bassist and drummer picked up in each city. 
As a result, Schumann says the band now 
sounds "reasonably polished” onstage.
"It takes the load off us live and in the 
studio,” he adds. But Redgum won’t be 
incorporating a permanent rhythm section.
One, it would make touring prohibitively 
expensive. Two: "The band is essentially 
four piece. We understand each other fairly 
well. I think four years is a long time for a 
band to stasy together and we have been 
able to do that because we have a deep and 
abiding affection for each other.
It would be very difficult to introduce 
another two people. They would always feel 
on the outside, because we have developed 
our own language, on-road jokes and all the 
things that keep Redgum sane.”
If You don’t Fight was released on a one-off 
lease deal with Warren Fahey’s Larrikin 
label. Schumann won’t comment officially 
on Redgum’s relationship with Larrikin, 
other than to say they are "grateful” to the 
company for releasing the first album.
Not unnaturally, several major labels have 
approached the band. But: "Our initial 
feeling is bugger them’.. We did the first one 
on our own, without any help from them, 
thanks very much, and we will do it again! ” 
Schumann grins.
Most record companies don’t really care 
much about anything except making money 
for themselves and while they think 
Redgum is a going proposition now, and 
they are jostling with each other, in two 
years it will be someone else and Redgum 
will be on the back shelves, 
industry is geared to de^l with the Little 
River Bands and the Marcia Hineses. "Then 
you’ve got Donna Summer, the Village 
Stampers, or some other group of lame­
brained arseholes,” he spits venomously.
It’s an imperialist market, that’s what’s 
bloody well going on.”
continued page 11
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Schumann’s disgust has the righteousness of 
a reformed sinner. He admits Redgum 
originally played Neil Young songs.
“Suddenly it dawned on us about the same 
time This is pretty bloody boring and 
meaningless. We can write stuff ourselves 
that could reflect what’s going on in 
Australia.’ I don’t know of any other band 
that sings songs like . 20th century 
Australians.
“When we were doing these songs originally 
we sounded like bloody Yanks, we really 
did! We heard ourselves and said ‘We don’t 
sound like that.’ So at the outset we were 
consciously learning to sing in our speaking 
voices, with our own accents and that was 
quite difficult to start with. Now I couldn’t 
sing like a Yank if I tried, and I think I can 
say that about the others too.”
Schumann says Redgum is “committed to 
making an intelligent contribution to 
Australian music.”
“It all has to do with the people’s theory of 
art, the notion that art ought to relate to, and 
somehow serve, ordinary people; mean 
something to them, talk to them in ac­
cessible terms about their own experiences.
“Ninety per cent of musicians and bands 
don’t (k) that. People listen to that music 
(the 90 per cent) “because they have been 
educated to. The education factors are 
things like Countdown, SAD, SKA.
They are all factors in the cultural cringe 
that Australians experience when con­
fronted with their own lifestyle.
“It’s taken people a fair while to become 
comfortable with Redgum’s preoccupation 
with things local, rather than “I’m going 
down to Memphis with my doll from Los 
Angeles.’ Have you been to Memphis? I 
haven’t.” He gestures around the pub where 
we are talking. 'Ninety per cent of the 
people here haven’t.”
Because Australian popular music forms 
are essentially derived from the USA, 
American speech rhythms fit easily. And 
wherever we turn, we are confronted by 
American singers and their local soun- 
dalikes.
Revelling in your own situation is far more 
important than dreaming what it must be 
like walking down the streets of San 
Francisco. You will find our emotional 
responses are tapped, as far as popular 
music is concerned, by songs about America 
and other people’s girlfriends and therefore 
we tend to think that our emotional 
responses cannot be triggered except for 
geographical references to somewhere 
other than Australia.
Australians singing in American accents, 
with some geographical reference to some 
obscure dump in America .01 of the (Oz) 
population has seen or will ever see, would 
seem to us to be the height of imbecility.
We have found that Redgum songs, 
although they might refer specifically to 
Adelaide, are accepted and clutched to the 
bosom of people in other states. One More 
Boring Night In Adelaide is popular on the 
eastern seaboard. Everyone has the same 
idea; it’s all a bloody big bore.
What I am saying is writers, whether they 
be songwriters, poets or playwrights, can 
and should start to tap people’s emotional 
responses pertaining to their own country, 
situation and lifestyle, rather than put them 
in the airy-fairy, wishy-washy world of 
Countdown.
There are certain songwriters, musicians, 
poets and playwrights who can transcend 
nationality and speak to the human in all of 
us. Woody Guthrie, for instance, did that. 
Dylan used to be able to before he went over 
the wall. Neil Young perhaps. But it happens 
we haven’t any because of the way the 
music industry is set up in Australia.”
The conversation turns to the group’s social 
and political views, as expressed in songs 
like Carrington Cabaret, Critique in G, 
HMAS Australia, Raggin’, Letter to B.J. and 
the superb Killing Floor.
Is it particular aspects of Australian society 
that disgust you, or the system itself?
He doesn’t hesitate: “The framework of our 
economic system, examined in the cold, 
hard light of objectivity, is, not to mince 
words at all, rooted. I don;t want to give a 
lecture on capitalist economic theory, but if 
you examine it in any great depth, you will 
see that the capitalist system relies on a 
broad working class, working for sub­
sistence wages, while there’s a considerably 
smaller and more priviledged class living 
off surplus value of goods and services 
provided by the working classes.”
But many working and middle class people 
aspire to and attain the obvious material
benefits or capitalism — the second car,
swimming pool, caravan.
Schumann agrees Australia’s average 
working class family is “relatively com­
fortable”, which is why we haven’t had the 
civil strife experienced overseas.
But the economic base upon which the 
working class enjoys these things is very 
precarious,” he argues. “If you examine 
that family, you might find they are living to 
the very hilt of their income, and are en­
couraged to do so everywhere they look. The 
salary might by $200 a week and most of 
what they’ve got is on HP and they are living 
up to every penny of that $200.
So when they are laid off from work in 
times of economic recession, they are really 
stuffed, whereas up at Beaumont or 
Springfield, most of it is owned outright, or 
inherited, or their financial situation is 
much better.
Redgum is adept at identifying problems, 
but like every band from the Clash down, 
doesn’t offer any solutions. Michael 
Atkinson’s Critique in G, for instance, at­
tacks our economic system  quite 
specifically. There’s “a bastard called the 
economy”, who “ keeps poor people poor”, 
while “the fa teats with the money go on 
making more and more.”
Okay, that’s capitalism. For the moment we 
are stuck with it. What is Redgum’s alter­
native?
First of all, it (Critique in G) is a 
realisation that the economic system’s 
bankrupt and secondly that people have to 
strive, and they will strive in their own 
areas,” Schumann responds. He quotes: 
The economy’s a mad machine /  which 
no one can control /  Fatcats fight for the 
driver’s seat /  But the steering wheel’s been 
sold/To the Yanks and other foreigner- 
s /  Who’ll give it a dizzy spin/ Anytime they 
feel their ripped-off profits getting thin A 
little touch of make-up /  It’s such a goddam 
shame / There’s no two ways about it / If we 
all don’t force a change / It goes on and 
on / And we get ripped off just the same.’
What are we supposed to do, spell out in 
three verses and a violin solo the answer to 
the contradiction inherent in bourgeois 
society? We are saying Look, become 
aware. Don’t lull yourself to sleep.’
I don’t think Redgum is an exercise in 
polemic. We are not that didactic either. I 
don’t think it’s up to Redgum to offer a 
prospectus for action at the end of each 
verse. Though if a course of action is 
logically evident, then we will propose it.
A lot of talk goes on before action.
A Chrysler worker might sit down, hear 
that song and next week if there’s a vote for 
a strike he might put up his hand and en­
courage someone else to do the same.
Someone might be driven to write to the 
paper complaining that Conzinc Riotinto 
made a profit of $175 million or whatever 
last year, while there are 500,000 unem­
ployed. That’s the kind of action that might 
flow on from songs like Critique in G and 
their observations.
Schumann cites the letter he receives as 
evidence the message is getting through. I 
can show you* a stack of personal 
correspondence saying Thank you for being 
able to open my eyes.’
Certainly we preached to the converted 
very much when we began but more and 
more it’s the case we are reaching new 
people. They might have an embryonic idea. 
We just sort of germinate it, develop it a bit, 
help people develop their own ideas.
We string together a set of images on a 
particular aspect of Australian life and let 
people draw their own conclusions. Our 
education has been lacking in some way and 
the ability to critically interpret the world 
around us has not been brought to the full.”
Someone recently described Redgum as 
Australian new w ave.” “Bullshit,” 
Schumann snarls. But the description is 
pretty accurate.
The 1976 English' new wave lifted the veil 
from a lot of people’s eyes. Suddenly, there 
was an alternative to the Californian marsh­
mallows and heavy metal doorstops who 
had dominated the Seventies’ stage.
And remember that buzz you got five or six 
years ago, when Skyhooks proved you could 
be as obnoxious, obscene and joyfully 
Australian as you liked and still succeed .’
Redgum. The only (Australian) band that 
matters?
Bullshit,” I can hear John Schumann 
mutter.
ABORIGINAL REGGAE
No Fixed Address
a young black band on the move
It was a warm night and the barbecue 
garden at Adelaide’s Angas Hotel was 
almost full. In a corner of the concrete 
yellow lit “garden”. No Fixed Address, 
Australia’s only Aboriginal reggae band, 
are beating out a pulsing reggae tune, much 
to the evident joy of the leaping crowd. It’s a 
new sight to see a mixed black and white 
crowd enjoying an Aboriginal band.
Until now most of their work has been within 
the Aboriginal community in the country 
and in the suburbs. It is ironic that like 
many other Adelaide bands, they find it 
easier to get work interstate.
As the night progresses and the garden fills 
up, the band work out their much acclaimed 
originals. Drummer Bart Willou^by plays 
a brilliant piece of reggae drumming, 
complete with those distinctive rimshots, 
whilst singing:
Sitting in the sunlight
With my head towards the sun.
Suddenly there’s a cloud above me 
blocking out the sunlight from my 
eyes . . .
The song is From My Eyes  and whilst John 
Miller provides the strong and steady bass, 
Les Graham on lead guitar and Ricky 
Harrison on rhythm share in vocals.
No Fixed Address was born last year at the 
new Centre for Aboriginal Studies in Music 
and received a baptism of fire” at the Port 
Adelaide Town Hall with other black bands 
Us Mob and Raw Deal. At this event, the 
Star Force, South Australia’s anti-guerilla, 
anti-terrorist police outfit, and several 
hundred people, both black and white, 
clashed over attempts by police to patrol the 
inside of the hall (a provocative action in 
view of local black feeling about police 
treatment).
Since then the band has gone on to play 
many gigs (all of them peaceful, in­
cidentally) , suffering the usual problems of 
being an Adelaide band and not getting 
enough work to live on. This has not been 
helped by the distrustful attitude of some 
publicans and entrepreneurs towards black 
people and the idea of a black clientele.
The solution to this problem was a 4-week 
interstate tour. As well as doing a 2-week
cruise through NSW’s North Coast (playing 
dances, surf clubs and missions), the band 
hit Sydney where they played the Native 
Rose in Chippendale and various other pubs 
to a euphoric reception. At the beginning 
of the tour, there was a very successful week 
long stint in Melbourne, where they played, 
among other places, at the Christmas Hills 
show and at Martinis. Local musicians were 
predominant in the audience at Martinis, 
one Ross Hannaford even being moved to 
say that he’s been trying to write a song like 
For My Eyes  all his life.
Although instrumentally the band is strong, 
it’s lyrically that they really shine. Many of 
the songs reflect the rough and tumble of the 
lives of Australian Aborigines. The 
traditional concerns of Jamaican reggae 
Ijrics have much in common with the direct 
experiences of these local songwriters. This 
is the strength of the band — the fact that 
existence is a struggle in a white-dominated 
society. While white bands only struggle in 
order to find something to write about other 
than love and boredom, the members of No 
Fixed Address have lots to write about: 
"Never thought I’d be so disillusioned 
Caught up in a world I’m not used to 
Touched by the feeling of not being 
free
Even when I go out to play 
I still hear those people pray 
Hoping that my sight would return. 
Ricky Harrison •—  Darkness of Day
The band is aware of a certain responsibility 
to the black community to tell people of their 
position in Australia’s society. This, linked 
with progressively more astute 
arrangements and a widening of musical 
influences (as well as an increasing 
reputation as a good reggae dance band) 
mean that No Fixed Address is developing 
slowly and surely into a really great band. 
Despite certain problems in the present, the 
future looks good. Recording prospects are 
opening up with a dramatic block-buster 
style film centred around black Australian 
bands on the road currently being scripted. 
The movie, which will feature No Fixed 
Address and another Adelaide Aboriginal 
band. Us Mob, is to be shot in S.A. in the 
middle of the year.
by Mark Thomson
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This isn 't, and w a s n 't re a lly  
m eant to be. w h a t you'd ca ll a 
typ ica l in te rv ie w . For a s ta rt, 
various parts  of the conversation  
didn't com e out on the tape, and I 
also w a s n 't in te res ted  in asking  
the usual load of bollocks about 
"the man and the m yth ” e tc . All it 
is bas ica lly  is a ta lk  about a range  
of th ings. Take it or leave  it as 
that. There 's  a lso not th at m uch  
about the ac tu a l m usic on Public 
Im age Ltd's n ew  record , as the  
m usic cyoes speak  fo r its e lf. It 
m ay be a c lich e , but, a fte r  all. it's  
the best phrase, isn 't it? One last 
point: the w ho le  ta lk  w a s  ta  the  
background of a Yul B ry n n e r/B ritt  
Ekiand film  on the Vision. At 
various points w e  w atch ed  it fo r a 
w h ile . I can 't be bothered setting  
the scene any m ore  than that, a la 
"N ew  Jo u rn a lism ' " in trep id  jo u r­
n a l is t" rubbish.
KS: You've used quite a bit of synthesiser 
on the new record: is that somethinq 
you . . .
JL: Only extremely subtly . . . it doesn t 
feature; it's only. like, merely to 
emphasise: it's not just thrown in for the 
sake of it.
KS; You've taken it song-by-song: that is. 
what will fit the song.
JL: Yeah; has to be that way. Each song's 
done separate.
KS: In a way. it's sort of . . . this is a 
slogan, right, but it's not meant just that 
way . . in the sense that you're ap­
proaching the music directly rather than 
looking at the situation around the music. 
It's the music first.
JL: Yeah. That's the major consideration. 
You have to be able to dance to it. It has to 
be continual . . . has lo be a force, not a 
fM i^ r p ie c e  of trash bunged on plastic, 
just to. like, make money. I've had all that: 
not interested in that scheme of things. 
Just damned good dance music: by white 
people . . (laughter)
KS: Yeah . . . have you heard that Isley 
Bros, single, “Disco Night"? It's fantastic.  
dance music, with these great handclaps, 
bang bang bang, you know . . .
JL;. . . Yes . . ^
KS:. . .The rhythm just carries itthrough. 
whatever the lyrics are doing. Are you 
after that approach? I'm not talking about 
disco, but more in terms of getting people 
moving, hitting them from that angle . .
JL: Well, lyrically, if you've got something 
to say. it should be in the right place, it 
should come out with what's around it: I 
mean, the music is just as important, if not 
more. If you just have this far-out cunt 
yapping on. like. “Oh yes. the world will 
end in ten years, blah blah", and a 
like, flute solo over it. it ain't gonna work. 
You have to feel moved by what you're 
hearing.
KS: On the last album, you often put the
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vocal back into the context of the 
music . . .
JL: Yeah, as a total sound . . .
KS: Yeah: I haven’t heard enough yet of 
this disc to say what approach you’ve 
taken here . . .
JL: Several different ones. As many 
approaches as possible. Variety . . .
KS: in the lyrics, are there specific points 
you’re making, or are they Just, say,
observations
JL: No; it ain’t no indoctrination . . .
KS: I’m not talking politically: is it more, 
say, observations over the last twelve 
months of living . . .
JL: They speak for themselves: hear it, and 
see what you make out of it. That’s all I’m 
saying. I’m not saying ‘Ih is  is about that, 
or that, or that.” Nothing’s that clear-cut 
anyway.
KS: I’m trying to get more at your approach 
behind that, towards the lyrics now.
JL: it’s a metal box of jolly good tunes, it’s 
not an album; it’s . . . there’s no name for 
it; it doesn’t fit into any of the chart 
systems. Won’t be dictated to by that shit 
— w e’re not interested in, like chart 
positions, unlike the record companies, 
who are frantic over shit like that. That’s
why all the singles come out on twelve 
;minches; they don’t like that, record com­
panies, because there’s no market for 
twelve inch rock records. We don’t even fit 
into that bracket. That’s why . . .
KS: Well, you’re trying to put the product 
into the best context you can . . .
JL: Yeah, the best way they sound. That’s 
all that matters. It shouldn’t be like, “it’s 
got to fit into this bracket, or that bracket”, 
or any of that bullshit. I get very irritated 
when bands stifle themselves, and label 
themselves willingly “we’re rock & roll; 
w e’re reggae, w e’re this, w e’re that”; 
that’s all bollocks. They’re all basically 
the same tunes reshuffled anyway. Won t 
have that; that’s just cheap marketing, 
like, company dictatorship anyway.
KS: Music as fashion . . .
JL: Which I’m not interested in. I thought 
the Pistols would have effectively 
destroyedtheconceptof rock and roll. . . 
it’s a shame it backfired!. . .It  became as 
institutionalised as Elvis Presley, which is 
bad news.
KS: Weil it was a problem of media again — 
in a way that band was taking on the 
media . . .
JL: And in the end, just f  . joined it. 
KS: Weil, to take on the media you had to 
become part of the media; you had to come 
out through newspapers, you had to come 
out through records, and that is using the 
media: at some point along the line you’re 
going to be subverted by that force.
JL: Well there’s two lines of approach, 
isn’t there — you either go overkill, 
exaggerate beyond belief, which is what 
they did, or avoid it completely. And then 
you get bracketed as “intellectual. . .” 
KS: Self-indulgent. . .
JL: Self-indulgent!!. . .  so where do you 
put yourself. No matter what you do, 
really, someone’s gonna bracket you.
There’s a million poison pens, right, just 
fucking waiting . . . peering over their
paper, waiting to put a label on it ! . . . no, 
we don’t go out of our way to talk to
T\on^
I
I
anyone; we don t deliberately avoid it. 
either.
KS: Well, when I heard the first album, to 
me there was a lot of ethics involved in 
that which most people didn't particularly 
want to notice, or something; like . . .
JL: It^dn  t fit into the pattern, so it had to 
be stifled for that. That is the way the 
media runs, if they don't understand you 
right from the start, and. like, are able to 
manipulate you. then they will stifle it: kill 
it off. and do their best.
KS: Do you think it's an active sort of 
aggression; “if  you don't understand it. kill
i t ' . or is it just “Christ, let’s^nore  i t . . . 
we don't know what the fggflib going on.
let s ignore it. and it'll go away ".
JL: That is a very human thing to do. isn't 
it? If you don't understand, make it go 
away. Instead of being frightened by it. 
though, people should at least question it. 
and know what they're condemning.
KS: Well, that s the education problem .
JL: Yeah, but the media, for instance, 
which are all-powerful.dictating, or 
they are. is generally run by old CUM* 
who've had it anyway — the Bob Dylan 
generation. Now. their scheme of things 
failed, and they're hanging on. desperately 
trying to maintain their old standards. I'm 
afraid i t ' s ; / I t ' s  w/d/ig/
KS: They discovered that, after all. they 
had another 40 years to live, what were 
they gonna do. they had to hang on 
somehow . . .
JL: Which is fine, but I m afraid I don t likeit 
when they dictate terms. They have no 
right, they have less right than anyone. 
They had /7)oj/ go: did it wrong: //tY still, 
ydunii . (laughter) : . .  But I won't give  ̂
them free gifts, and all that shit, you know, 
bribe them into making good reviews, 
which is so English (laughter) . . ,
KS: It s that thing of realising just how 
many media filters all the information 
you re receiving is going through. By going 
through different stages of the media, 
you ve got to the other end. but with the 
knowledge of the media to be able to 
survive outside it.
JL: I know what you're saying, yeah. I 
wouldn't think about it like that. I just know 
who's a cunt and who ain't . .
KS: That's fair enOugh . . Are you going to 
do any live stuff soon?
JL: Yeah. Definitely want td. I mean, now 
we can. Live s fn iM i^  great; and we can 
play our stuff live . . .
KS: Well you certainly could at the Rain­
bow.
JL: We tried out a real weird PA there. . 
KS: Yeah; it didn't work, half of it. for the 
first three songs. -
JL: I know. 1iut you have to take these 
chances. You have to test out aU new 
forms of approach, and that PA's definitely 
a different wOy of doing it. It failed, 
because they didn't really have their ideas 
together enough, but that PA could 
definitely get a deeper bass than anything 
I've ever heard on a PAv Which is what I 
liked. I like the idea of messing about with 
it. And doing the Rainbow is an immaculate 
sense of humour . . . nothing else was 
open on Christmas; only a ci|)|^ouJd mOan 
about that; only a caflk Nowhere else in 
this entire poxy town had a bar on 
Christmas Day. and they still moaned. We
got slagged something f i : ' ' 'i ' evil. The)^̂  
were moaning about how we never laid on-< 
transport for them, to travel across 
London, blah blah blah. People are 
a- . The more you give someone,"
the less they like it. I mean, if we played’ 
Stonehenge of something, it’d be “oh, far 
o u t. . •:
KS: “We see the cosmic significance^:; 
man . . .”
JL: But to keep your sanity, you have to; 
like, laugh at it, because it is hysterical. 
It’s very funny, like, knowing most of the 
other bands, as people, how they change 
as soon as they get a hit record. How their,r 
like, “social activities” take on a different 
meaning, how they don’t want to talk to you 
no more, they’re too busy trying to impres£^ 
KS: Yeah: it can go both ways — I mean; 
your old friends also go through a freaK 
out, trying to adjust to your new, “cir-j; 
cumstance” . . . you know? ^
JL: Yeah. Weil all my mates have had four; 
years of it. if they don’t know by now' 
jiaughts); f ‘ . ’em . . .  the ball’s in their 
court. I certainly ain’t turning into no 
prima-donna — well, it would be nice to. 
think so, from a journalist’s point of view: 
makes good copy, don’t it? (laughter)
KS: I don’t give a f' to tell you the. 
truth . . .
JL: Yeah, but that kind of stuff sells in 
England.
KS: But what are the circulation of the 
magazines? They’re pathetic . . . ^
JL: Minimal . . .  but they only sell in the . 
business, and they’re the people that run<; 
the halls, the clubs, Oeejays; people lik e i. 
that, so they do have an effect. A big one. I ; 
mean, when your record ain’t played,. 
nowhere, on any deejay’s show,that’s bad<: 
news. '3
KS: I couldn’t understand why “Memories” ? 
wasn’t played, because I thought it had .
great beat, for a start, and an r 
attractive sound. And when they’re, 
prepared to push other stuff which is, in,i, 
their vocabulary, “exotic”, why not this 
one?
JL: Well, like, “Death Disco” %
KS: That was \  q great on “Top Of The-^ 
Pops” . . . (laughter) 4
JL: D’you know we busted telly’s? We put 
our frequencies on that, that fucking." 
destroyed things (laughter). . . ’>
KS: It was terrific . . . |
JL: No-one has that sense of humour,r 
though; they’re not prepared to, like, y 
wreck things, when they get the chance.^Y 
They’re too busy preening themselves, or<  ̂
being nice.
KS: That moment, when they finished the 
clip, and they went back to whoever it v ias^  
. . . I can’t remember who, now. . .and hey, 
sort of went (. . . blank look, smile) . . 
and that moment was priceless (laughter)
. . .he just didn’t know how to get the f low 
back . . . great. Yf
JL: We won’t pander to their scheme of^ 
things. We do it on our terms or not at all. 
Got sick of their dictatorship about that 
programme. Didn’t give a f ' '* how it;}; 
happened, as long as we had a laugh. 1^ 
mean, you can understand why they don’t^  
want “Memories” to . . .  up there . 
‘cause they don't want a second dose . . vm 
no thanks! “What’ll they do for an encore?” f.:
Y4
^  4
LYO
But the point is, our feelings are the 
majority s in this country, and because 
bands are made Id feel insignificant when 
they go on the programme, and act in­
significant, and do what they re told, a 
programme lijke that i^ allowed to con­
tinue. Someone somehwere has to take a 
stance against that; you have to rebel 
against it. you have to make Vour position 
clear. We re not all puppets, ducky ! 
‘Take that!" Nothing will change unless 
"^ople do have an attitude like that: unless 
you are proud of what you're doing and 
won't back down. And / definitely won't.
tvoi ■ / :
KS: Glad to hear it.
JL; Yeah. For what it s worth; but you get 
crucified every minute of the day for it but. 
fuck that. / don't care: I don't mind being a 
martyr if it means i'll get what i want. I 
certainly don't . . . well. I'm not bringing 
harm to the nation, am i? Since when has 
being honest been harmful? ; . . and if 
people don t like our records they're not 
forced to buy them; but they shonid at 
least be given the chance to hear them. 
KS; Oo you know of anyone else who's 
doing that?
JL: Standing upfor their rights? No. No-one 
Not one single band in this entire country. 
They re still going through the manager 
format, and they mustn't. The only real 
reason for having a manager and an agent 
and all that boltocks is . . . someone who 
will, like eh. •create an image for you" . .
sell your records: and dictate what you 
should be and where you should be. And 
just take your brain away, generally. Don t 
want none of that. See. if you re a band, and 
you re making your records, vou should 
know how best to present them vuu 
should know how best to make them 
sound . . .
KS; Otherwise you shouldn t de making 
records . . . ?
JL: Yeah; you re just a ftpMmg puppet, a 
front. All of them use session musicians; 
all that crap — the same old f i M I^  
bulIfKi^ is still going on. It's so stupid. 
KS; The pop market seems to have con­
sciously trivialised itself over the past 
year 0 so.
JL; Yeah: well, look: bands like The Clash, 
who proclaim to be taking a stance against 
this, that and the other: they're still going 
through the same rock and roll format, 
they re still doing their thirty-date tour 
and they re hanging out on the LA coast, 
like, getting flash producers— - it's all 
bollocks. They're no better or worse than 
any of those yankee soft-rock bands. The 
Eagles probably do it better because 
they re probably more honest about it. 
They have no pretentions.
KS; It s weird, also, the musical format of a 
lot of bands like that. It s boogie. It's blues. 
It could be T. Rex with ■‘committed lyrics. 
JL: That's the funniest thing. Our records 
are jus! not made for radio. For a record to 
sound good on a radio. it has to be a kind of 
middle of the road production: no deep 
bass nr high treble — forget it.
KS: Did you hear that Bowie single. "Sound 
Sand Vision", on radio?
‘ jl:N o .
KS: i; sounded fi0Niil^aw ful — like the 
i radio was crunching all the time — nothing 
I happening. It wasn't made for it. It was 
made for a stereo.
JL: Good: at least someone’s doing it, then. 
Someone understands, then. We’re making 
records for people at home, at dances, at 
clubs — not for the ft.. ”  : radio. I mean, 
usually what sounds great on the radio, 
you take that ft piece of plastic home 
and it’s unlistenable.
KS: That Nick Lowe single, “Crackin’ Up’’ — 
on the radio it was ace: I got it home and 
there were just these holes, these gaps in 
the sound.
JL:Yaahhh. . .booo!. . . Yeah; The Police 
are particularly immaculate on that one. 
Their records are so bad, on record 
players. So duff. No bass. They’re liked by 
all the papers aren’t they, because they’re 
from the same f ’ g generation — Old 
Bob Dylan mob (laughter) . . . times they 
are not a-changing . . .
KS: They changed for him: That new
record is unlistenable.
JL: I’d say they all were. I mean, when they 
tampered about with Reggae . . .  if you’re 
going to mess about with reggae, do it 
properly, or not at all.
KS: Yeah. On another subject: have you 
ever thought of 0 /S  touring?
JL: Where?
KS: Europe . . . Australia . . .
JL: Australia? Yeah, I suppose so, but 
fucking hell it’s a long way to go for a gig. If 
we go there. I’d say our market would be 
nil . . .  I think . . . (laughter). I dunno. We 
did some TV thing for Australia recently, 
(the Countdown ‘End of the Decade’ Special 
— ED) and that was a joke because they 
didn’t want to know about us after about 
three minutes. They just didn’t like our 
answers . . . (laughter)
KS: Bo you want to travel personally, to 
look around a bit?
JL: Dh f ' "  hell yeah; there’s a load of 
places I want to see. That’d be the main 
reason to tour (laughter). You don’t just go 
out and “oh yeah, man, let’s entertain the 
kids, 3,DDD miles away’’, because, in all 
honesty you don’t really care about 3,DDD 
miles away — it’s enough of an effort to 
care about someone two yards up the 
road, and if you pretend to really give a 
damn about someone somewhere else, 
you’re a bit of a hypocrite. Sort out your 
own situation first. And this country’s a 
real mess . . . (laughter). . . let’s face it. I 
can’t go and point out the wrongs and 
rights of somewhere e lse .. . . What’s the 
telly like there? In Australia?
KS: Goes all night. Ends here at twelve 
thirty —
JL: It’s sick, isn’t it? Pathetic. They’ve got 
3D in the US now —they now put itoutwith  
phasing on the colours, and you wear 
these glasses and it gives it a 3D effect. 
But I mean that should be essential 
anywhere. 3D telly — f: ' : ; hell! I mean, 
even “Crossroads” could be immaculate! 
(laughter). So then you get into just the 
visual part of it, just the pictures. It’s 
essential, TV. It’ll take over, it has to take 
over. Writing should be made redundant. 
Eventually I hope it will be. We won’t need 
to read a book.
KS: I don’t want that. Why do you?
JL: Because it’ll be in a play, in a film. You’ll 
watch that instead. That’ll be your 
literature.
KS: Yeah, but I mean; writing might fail to 
pieces by itself, but why would you want it 
to go?
JL: You con t write as quickly as you can 
think. Or talk. And the way you say things 
is much more important than the way you 
write them.
KS: It s different techniques, though, isn't 
it?
JL: Yeah, but how many of us know ail the 
techniques of writing? There s a lot of 
bullshit going on about that. And it's only 
for the rich, really. They're the only ones 
lucky enough to be told how to do it. And 
even that s bad. because you're being 
dictated to. It's not up to you.
KS: IVIost of the rich can't write anyway. 
And what about this? The TV?
JL; NO -  that s ijdork thfit's the lutuie. 
That's all there is. Machines, (laughter). 
Use them.
KS; I'd agree that this is a non-verbal age. 
It s a visual age . . .
JL: No — witir verbal. Lo/ii of verbal. Got to 
give it the verbal!: . . but it s not so much 
what humans say as what they do with 
their eyes, and you miss all that in a cheap 
little book. Can’t get any of that.
KS; No— I just don t agree . .
JL: Alright then; I'm ultimately lazy 
(laughter). J don t want it left up to my 
imagination . . . (laughter) . . .
KS; I was just going to say that there's a 
difference betvveen imagination and fan­
tasy. . .
JL; You wait, right: some ch0 ( will 
probably read something like that and 
think arrghh! Arsehole! Bastard! 
(laughter) . . . .1 can t  put it properly into 
words but there is something that should 
be worked out about all th a t. . . I like all 
the UFO stuff tho;: fascinating. That's just 
America though really, isn't it? Building a 
new culture. Hollywood dictates the 
American culture.-Good-looking country, 
though, when you drive through it. Except 
for the towns.
See. it s always me who's being put doVvn 
as the TV addict—  it s all of iis in this 
band . .
KS: Yeah: the best thing on AustraiianTVis 
the all-night film festivals . . .
JL: Oh. look: for that alone I'll go . . . it s 
worth watching, right? How many 
channels?
KS: Four. One goes all night.
JL; We ve only got three and they all end at 
twelve. They ve closed down all the clubs 
here, haven't they? Slowly but surely 
they re going to vvipe them all out. 
America s great, though — 17 channels, 
stuff like that. You don't know where to 
begin! And if don’t keep you in either — 
that s the fun of if. Cause there is so much 
to do — you're always out and about, 
cause it s always there. That’s what
makes it so good.
KS: I'd like to see Berlin TV — they get both 
sides . . .
JL: Yeah — communist TV's awful, though.
It s all military parades, and documen­
taries about farming. Don't like Berlin. Ail 
that Bowie stuff, making it out to be a real 
far-out place —̂ big fiiM II^  charade. It 
ain t nice, living in a prison-camp, which is 
what it is. Everyone's desperate to have 
fun but it shows, you know. It srso phoney. 
KS: It's an artificial climate: most be. 
Stuck in the middle of another country. 
KS:ft s an artificai climate: must be. Stuck 
in the middle of another country.
by Keith Shadwick
JL: That music there. I tend to not bother 
about all that stuff — there’s not enough 
humanity in it, not enough of the human 
being. AM that machine world’s great, but 
to have the fucking human bit in it, 
gotta be personality features most. The 
machines can’t work without the humans 
to work them. They’re there for your 
pleasure, not to dictate terms. I don’t like 
d of robot music, either. Bit silly 
— there’s nothing wonderful about strip­
ping yourself of feelings. Where’s the 
fucking flaws? Where’s the mistakes? 
KS: Like what jazz has — not the Dmo-jazz; 
the real stuff. It’s got that intense humani­
ty.
JL: It’s funny how whites are very scared 
to show that kind of stuff.
KS: But that’s basically the attraction 
behind a lot of the stuff that you do; that 
various disco, reggae bands do — there’s 
that basic pre-thought commitment to 
“let’s not be scared to say something 
:ven if it’s just sheer emotion, 
sheer feel.
JL: You know “Religion”? One of the 
criticisms was that it was too naive. I 
mean; f*" ’ ' ' hell — being naive is a great 
thing. What is wrong with that? . . .  No, I ’m 
not going to go on about it because it’s 
fucking stupid. It just annoys me that, like, 
these arsehole journalists are so caught 
up in their intellectual twaddle that they 
id being human. That’s why I don’t
care about declaring my viewpoints — 
even if they’re wrong I’ll still declare them 
— that’s how I learn. Someone somewhere
has a better way of looking at things, and 
can point it out to me and then I’ll i - - " -  ; 
go on that little bit more, you learn that 
way. You don’t try and hide the mistakes. 
Fuck, and I make a lot of ’em . . . woor! 
(laughter). . .  I am bloody imperfect!. . . 
(laughter)
KS: Do you think that whatever you say 
outside the music is irrelevant?
I. Irrelevant. I mean, what we put 
on our records was all our effort. We 
produced it, did everything. After that, 
you’re a fool to try and justify it, ’cause it 
should speak for itself. It’s as simple as 
that.
KS: That’s why it was very hard to ask you 
about the record at the beginning, because 
it’s just bullshit, that sort of question.
JL: Df course.
KS: You’ve got a video pack over there, for 
you see that Raymond Chandler 
festival on the Beeb a few months back? 
JL: I know the films, not the books. I like 
films. Not Ingmar Bergman films, either 
. . . (laughter). . .
KS: Yeah. They’re torture. I remember
ou; leave me alone!” —
JL: There’s nothing more boring than 
' '  g someone else’s nervous 
breakdown.
KS: Well Bergman’s dictating, too. He’s 
saying ‘Ih is  is what’s in front of you, boys, 
this is what you’re going to go through; you 
can’t avoid it. You’re going to be f r ' . 
Why not walk out of that? it’s a fascistic 
situation. You’re being dictated to . . .
JL: Well, he may be one hell of a miserable 
son-of-a-bitch, but I’m damned sure / I 
ain’t . . .  I’m f" ' . happy doing what I’m
doing.
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SPLIT ENZ, 
THE ALIENS
Channel 7 teletheatre, 
Melbourne.
Lights dim, others come up in tall, gran­
diose patterns, an exhilirating sound flows 
and thuds with perfect clarity across the 
shabby teletheatre at Melbourne’s Channel 
7; if only all rock’n’roll concerts could be as 
good as this, thinks your writer, spellbound 
in his uncomfortable sea t...
The six people cavorting on stage for a small 
audience and the ‘ Nightmoves” cameras 
are Split Enz, a band who have lately been 
mpre obscure than they deserve as they 
hack around the pubs in the diminishing 
wake of their first hit single. On this oc­
casion they’re back where they should be; 
up on a big stage, away from clanking 
glasses, and giving full vent to their skills 
and eccentricities.
The second number is Hermit McDermitt, 
twisting and soaring over a funky bass and 
showcases some wondrous synthesiser and 
an even better piano solo from Fast Eddie’ 
Raynor. Determined frontman Tim Finn, 
dressed tonight in a conservative outfit, is 
exultant: “Welcome to this new nightclub, 
ladeez and gentlemen. We’re good tonight, 
aren’t we boys?”
He’s not exaggerating. Split Enz are 
probably in firmer command of their unique 
melange of styles than they’ve ever been. 
They provided a languid, chilling cocktail 
balad with Hope I Never  and the crashing 
onslaught of Shark Attack  (both tracks from
their recently released True Colours 
album), resurrected the superb Charley 
from the time when they were arty, 
poignant and sometimes pretentious and 
raised up a storm of chattering rhythms on 
Mongolia.
These days they’re striking a compromise 
between the pop-rock of I See Red and My 
Mistake and the more involved structures of 
their early albums, a stance that allows for 
some fine interplay between Rayner’s 
baroque keyboards and the sharp textures 
of Neil Finn’s guitar. But individual grand- 
standing isn’t what Split Enz are about; 
they’re a band with a seamless impact 
that’s carefully arranged but never con­
descending and make nearly everyone of 
their trendier rivals look blank and dim- 
witted. They offer no computer games, no 
cardboard paranoid fantasies, and they 
even have a sense of humour, but there’s no 
excuse at all for not experiencing them.
As for the Aliens, it’s no discredit to the band 
that the Enz completely overshadowed their 
support spot. Plagued by nerves and 
equipment malfunctions, their taut en­
thusiasm eventually won over the crowd, 
but what was surprising about this showcase 
gig was how little they’ve developed for a 
band on the verge of some kind of big 
time”. Their two most invigorating songs. 
Confrontation (an underrated single) and 
Follow That Girl could have been written by 
Chuck Berry or Eddie Cochran; the 
audacity of modern Oz power-pop or the 
overseas varieties would seem to be beyond 
them. The Beast Is Dead and Bomb Squad 
had their sinister and clever moments, but 
energy, tightness and snappy lyrics may not 
be enough if they want to grab the main 
chance.
— Adrian Ryan
BLUE OYSTER CULT 
Hammersmith Odeon,
It’s true what you read in the NME about 
British Heavy Metal fans. You know, the 
ones with Rush, Priest, AC /  DC ad 
grungium plaster^ all over their denim 
jackets. I’ve never seen so much machismo 
iy-proxy in my life; and with the smell of 
oil and gas in the air, you really feel like 
you’re in the middle of the Mohave in the 
dead of night for some grim rendezvous. All 
of which is a bit embarrassing when your 
correspondent has bulk hair, boots, leather 
and a Birdman badge himself...
I’m here at the Hammersmith Odeon for 
BOC, not 48 hours after I’d stumbled jet- 
lagged into the last half hour of their second 
London gig and left underwhelmed during 
the encore. Axeman Donald (Don’t Fear
DAVID BROMBERG 
TRIO
Scott Theatre, Adelaide
The foyer of the Scott Theatre, after a 
couple of pre-Bromberg beverages, was a 
friendly place with a generous sprinkling of 
Adelaide’s folk and acoustic musicians out 
to be impressed. So on with the impressions. 
For openers John Kane and Chris Duffy, 
Larrikin recording artists with a new LP 
Keep On Pickin’. A mainly bluegrass set by 
two very good musicians, Kane on guitar, 
Duffy on banjo, they got a good appreciative 
response from the crowd. Warmed them up 
well for what was to come. Dick Fegy, 
David Bromberg and Jeff Weisser walked 
on stage and went straight into Don’t Let 
Your Deal Go Down. Taking alternate solos 
on fiddle (Weisser), mandolin (Fegy) and 
guitar (Bromberg), they segued into a three 
fiddle footstompin jig with an ease that 
amazed. This flowing style set the theme for 
the show with all three swapping in­
struments midtune and (something that 
Bromberg said was their second favourite 
activity), making up fiddle tunes on the 
spot. Bromberg’s impeccable guitar work, 
backed up by two of the best sidemen in the 
business, kept everything moving along at a
Harvester of Eyes  opens and it ain’t half 
bad, then Dominance but they veer from the 
original arrangement to turn it into a caU- 
and-response number with floodlights on the 
audience, a tack repeated for Cities on 
Flame. Maybe it’s the context (U.K.) but 
there’s a gap between the assumed ex­
pectations of a HM genre audience and the 
metallurgical chutzpah of their records, and 
the Cult can’t seem to find the white line 
between the two.
Three songs from Mirrors followed (Dr 
Music, Treat Fun Jester  and Vigil, I think) 
with only the third managing to transcend 
the FM sterility of the album to approach 
vintage Cult. The centrepiece and highlight 
of the show was Astronomy. The bleak 
windswept scenario was brought cjhillingly 
alive, and then Buck Dharma’s celestial 
overi-ive cascaded over everything like 
quicksilver, third stone from the sun and 
beyond.
bluesy boogie pace. He was completely 
natural and very witty onstage, delivering 
the line he uses on Australian women (let’s 
go outback and get down under) with ob-, 
vious relish, and giving an American view of 
this country (the land where men are men 
and sheep are nervous). The trio kept the 
audience captivated with soft bluesy 
ballads, beautiful country folk, wildfire 
fiddle tunes and Bromberg’s funny blues 
songs. Highlights were. The Talking Blues 
with its false endings and audience par­
ticipation, Fegy’s ragtime guitar solo on 
Bowery Butts and an incredible fiddle solo 
by Hot Stuff” Weisser which had Brom­
berg down in the audience watching, ob­
viously amazed. The bluegrass tune Uncle 
Pen was dedicated to George Kendler, who 
was to have played fiddle on this tour, but 
died recently in a motorcycle accident. The 
chorus of this was done with a harmony 
slightiy off mike, which added a nice 
mourrrful effect. Throughout the show 
though it was Bromberg’s easy style that 
stood out. The guy is so likeable that after 
two encores (one an almost mandatory, Mr 
Bojangles) 4he end of the show came too 
soon for most people there. Over a couple of 
apres-Bromberg beverages the opinion was, 
very passable that, very passable! When I 
got home I eyed by guitar warily.
— Terry McDonald 
PS: ABC-FM will be playing a recording of 
his Sydney concert later this year.
the) Roeser especially got up my nose, 
wandering around with that combination of 
boredom and annoyed ambivalence that 
occurs when a stranger is uncomfortable in 
your house, especially annoying as he’s such 
a shit-hot guitarist. Eric Bloom looked like a 
macho peanut, Joe Bouchard an Italian 
waiter; Allen Lanier seemed hip to the 
shuck and distanced him self from 
everything, determined to be cool, and only 
A1 Bouchard seemed to have fun. It was like 
a bad parody of what was once sublime.
But I figured I owed ’em another chance, 
and while I’m waiting I get an American kid 
looking for dope and a discrete line from a 
middle-aged sailor and I start to wonder if 
its my aftershave.. this to a backdrop of 
Magnum, all your worst fears of Heavy 
Metal combined and I last 15 seconds before 
I’m back in the foyer.
The Odious is like the State in Sydney, only 
tackier. Jazz-rock is pumped through the 
PA and the natives are getting restless. 
Then IT’S THE AMAZING (yeah, you know) 
and as one the kids are on their feet 
(preferable to their knees) where they stay 
for the entire gig. There’s not really much 
dancing; they just sort of headbang around.
Roeser really is one shit-burner of a guitar 
player, shooting out lines that arc like 
tracers in the night sky. Unlike Rick Neilson 
who goes out of his way to make it look easy 
Roeser has trouble making it look like he’s 
trying. Occasionally he’ll manage 
grimace or a pose but his heart’s obviously 
in the aural side of guitar theatrics.
But when he wants to make trouble, he’s 
noisy. He climaxed Maserati GT by fiddling 
with the machine heads of his Marauder to 
get the deafening roar of a V-12 climbing 
through the gears, and suddenly you’re 
approaching the double ton down the Millie 
Miglia, cam belts thrashing, pistons 
screaming and the wind tearing strips off 
your face.. Transportation.
On the other hand, there’s a bass solo, a 
drum solo (with Bouchard strapping on a 
chrome Godzilla headpiece under a strote 
light), and the fact that half of their 
repertoire has been done better by Birdman 
and the Other Side.
When the Cult deal their best hand, they can 
ride that express to heaven. Commercial 
confusion may have them on the lamb but 
they ain’t no sheep, not yet.
— Roger Westcombe
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MENTAL AS ANYTHING
At the Manly Vale Hotel, Sydney
As usual the place is full — mainly surf men 
and girls, plus the committed music fans. 
The support band Outline was pretty 
forgettable, standard new” rock. An­
ticipation builds and then they’re on — no 
bullshit just straight onstage. I hadn’t seen 
them for some months and had the im­
pression maybe the Mentals were getting a 
bit stale. First up was Another Man and the 
sound is not good --  Reg Mombassa’s guitar 
causing destruction to the ears when the 
solos come. But let’s face it, who wants a 
crystal clear sound with a rock’n’roll band 
— dancing’s the name. Predictably the 
songs from the album get the nod from the 
crowd, and why not’’ They are superior live. 
But it’s the new material that really im­
presses — it’s more rocking and driving 
than the old stuff. The influences are 
crystallised — taking cues from Eddie 
Cochran and that old warhorse Chuck, they 
really get the place moving.
Egypt and Can I Come Home really cut the 
album versions to shreds. Even some 
decayed 20-year-old hippy in front of me, 
though generally not digging the vibe, could 
not stand still for the covers — 7’m A 
Believer (Greedy Smith’s organ break was 
not exactly outstanding) and Just Like 
Eddie, particularly. Old Greedy is certainly 
the showbiz man of the group. He impresses 
by treading the thin line between zaniness 
and being a pain in the arse; fortunately 
straying into the latter only rarely. It’s 
encore time by now though. It may be 
obligatory but its deserved — Get It On, 
dare it be said, transcends the original, and 
is a fine capper to the gig. Mental As 
Anything are coming up with the goods, and 
when you see fine pop songs like Nips Are 
Getting Bigger taken to heart by Kiss and 
Ted Nugent fans, you know things are 
getting better.
— Robert Lindsay
ROCKERS UPTOWN
Chris Sa lew icz  reports from London
It’s now a year since the Stiff Little Fingers’ 
Imflammable Material  album entered the 
English charts at Number 14.
no major company would’ve been able to get 
within gobbing distance of one of the new 
small labels.
Inflammable Material  was released on 
Rough Trade, a label operating out of an 
almost definitively comprehensive Netting 
Hill New Wave shop that hitherto had 
concerned itself with releasing the oc­
casional punk or classic reggae 45.
Though the latter half of the seventies had 
witnessed the success of a number of new 
British independent labels, the distribution 
deals they’d been obliged to make with 
major companies had effectively swallowed 
that freedom.
Stiff Records (perhaps the largest of the 
new labels) have a deal with EMI which 
appears to permit them a large measure of 
autonomy.
Of course, this Stiff Little Fingers business 
mortified the ipusic business establishment, 
the redundancy of its Babylonian techniques 
being hammered home with a vengeance a 
few months later when such institutional 
icons as EMI and Decca were forced to 
confess to being close to bankrupt. In other 
words, as we’d known for years — and as 
had been underlined particularly in the 
sinister debacle of The Sex Pistols being 
kicked off of EMI at the beginning of 1977 — 
the boys in the chauffeur-driven Granadas 
had got it all wrong. ActuaUy, it was quite 
gratifying to see that it wasn’t just moral 
bankruptcy alone.........
The Warners (WEA) British managing 
director, however, insisted that the com­
pany pursue intimate involvement with as 
many minor labels as the giant corporation 
could lay its hands on. In the light of recent 
events his motives now seem clear. Bowie 
clone Gary Numan split with Beggars 
Banquet, the WEA-distributed independent 
on which he’d experienced his first major 
successes, and signed with Warners proper 
after the company had made him the gift” 
of an American sports car.
Meanwhile, Radar Records, whose freedom 
was controlled anyway by its initial finance 
coming from Warners, was wound down and 
absorbed into the paj-ent company. Warners 
got it a bit wrong this time, though; they 
were unaware, apparently, that Radar’s two 
biggest sellers, Elvis Costello and Nick 
Lowe, were not actually signed to the label, 
but had a gentleman’s agreement to have 
their music put out by the independent on a 
record-by-record basis.
The Rough Trade success was no random 
fluke. The label is now part of a spiritually 
linked triumvirate of creatively powerful 
independents dotted at strategically vital 
points throughout the UK: Rough Trade’s 
London operation is balanced oif by Man­
chester’s Factory Records (Joy Division, A 
Certain Ratio, Durutti Column) and 
Edinburgh’s Fast Products (original Gang 
of Four label).
Meanwhile, every week the music papers 
are deluged from all over the country with 
review copies of singles cut in groups’ 
backyards and which can now cause a 
sensation in shops across the nationa via 
Spartan, the distribution outfit that put Stiff 
little Fingers in the charts.
Even so, WEA eventually ended up with 
Costello and Lowe.
And so it goes.
The significance of the Stiff Little Fingers 
success, then, lay in the fact that Rough 
Trade had plugged into an entirely in­
dependent distribution network so extensive 
that it even covered the chart returns shops. 
Had this been in operation three years ago
Also, the phenomenal success of Two-Tone 
with The Specials, Selecter, The Beat and 
(though no more) Madness has shown that it 
is possible for an independent to make a deal 
with a parent major company (Chrysalis) 
\yjiereby,it camretamits autonomy.
already, though there are troubling signs: 
popular London R’n’B Combo Blast Fur­
naces Revenge have just been rejected by 
Rough Trade. The Independent’s boss Jeff 
Travis told Blast that although he sym- 
phathised with the manner in which his 
music criticised the music business, he felt 
that those criticisms operated within two 
traditional a form for Rough Trade to be 
able to handle his records.
Oh dear! Here we go again ...
Beware of men with non-sexist haircuts.
Congratulations ROBERT PALMER
on your 1980 GRAM M Y AW ARD N O M IN A TIO N  
Best Rock Vocal Performance — Male 
(D octor, D octor) Bad Case O f Loving You
36957 “SECRETS
ISiANP
RECORDS AND TAPES
CONGRATULATIONS
DIONNE
WARWICK
ON WINNING 2  GRAMMY’S
37221
ON RECORD AND TAPE
'DEJA V U "
BEST R & B VOCAL PERFORMANCE -  FEMALE  
"Deja Vu" also nominated as Best R & B Song 
(written by Isaac Hayes and Adrienne Anderson)
" I'L L  NEVER LOVE TH IS  W AY A G A IN "  
BEST POP PERFORMANCE FEMALE
j ju s m
ALSO NOMINATED FOR 1980 GRAMMY AWARDS
MELISSA MANCHESTER "D O N 'T  CRY OUT LOUD" BEST POP PERFORMANCE -  FEMALE  
37212
(teS^EOj
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CONGRATULATIONS
SUPERTRAMP
One whole year 
in the
Australian charts
36715
m
RECORDS
' i J - H
BREAKFAST IN  AMERICA
THIS EXQUISITE PLATINUM PLATTER FEATURES 
10 PRIME CUTS AND IS ENGLISH CUISINE AT ITS FINEST
SUPERTRAMP Breakfast In America
winner of 2^Grammy Awards.... 
also nominated in 2̂  other categories
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PRETENDERS — ‘Pretenders’ (Sire)
Well, The Pretenders seem well and truly the 
major contenders for being this year’s thing, 
don’t they? Even Molly Meldrum likes ’em, 
and maybe if we’re really lucky he’ll show us a 
film clip or two. And then he can tell us how 
Chrissie Hynde is really spunky and all that! If 
ever a band was tipped to be a big force in the 
eighties it must have been the Pretenders, but 
on the strength of this their debut album, 
there’s every justification for all of those 
claims.
Chrissie Hynde is one of those all too rare 
bundles of talent that pop up in the music 
scene every few years. As far as I’m concern^ 
ed she is the most significant female vocalist 
and songwriter to emerge in rock since Patti 
Smith’s stunning debut in 1975. We’ll allow 
Stuart Coupe his Carolyn Mas, but you can 
keep your Ellen Foleys, Debbie Harrys, Polly 
Styrenes, Siouxsie Siouxs etc., Chrissie is 
better than the lot of them. She has one of 
those incredibly strong, convincing voices 
which has an ability to range from soft 
compassion (though not too often!) to 
frenzied spite . . . in short the perfect rock 
voice. So when Chrissie says “ Fuck off” in 
‘Precious’ you know she really means it. 
Prior to this album the Pretenders released 
three excellent singles, ‘Stop 'Your Sobbing’, 
‘Kid’, and the present charter ‘Brass in 
Pocket’. All three are included on the album 
but if you’ve had the sense to already buy 
them the album still has much more to offer. 
The d iversifica tion of Ms. Hynde’s 
songwriting is the Pretenders’ most im­
pressive feature. From the sixties pop inspira­
tion of ‘Kid’ and ‘Stop Your Sobbing’ through 
the restrained reggae of ‘Private Life’ to the 
sheer power of ‘The Wait’ or ‘Tattooed Love 
Boys’.
Lyrically The Pretenders also excell. At many 
times Chrissie reveals a cold, cynical ap­
proach to love on a similar par to Elvis 
Costello or Joe Jackson. In ‘Private Life’ she 
says:
“ I just feel pity when you lie 
contempt when you cry 
Private life drama, baby 
Leave me out!”
And in ‘Tattooed Love Boys’;
“Stop snivelling, you’re gonna make 
some plastic surgeon a rich man”
Whereas singers like Ellen Foley have recent­
ly tried to portray in song the aggressive love- 
wary female, Chrissie does so without over­
dramatising, a crime Ms. Foley is too often 
guilty of.
The change from Nick Lowe’s production on 
‘Stop Your Sobbing’ to the Chris Thomas 
productions on the rest of the album is also 
quite significant. Lowe chose to overdub 
Chrissie’s own voice so much that the end 
product sounded like a girl group with multi 
harmonies. Thomas has brought the rest of 
the band to a much more prominent position, 
in both backing vocals and instrumentation. 
James Honeyman-Scott’s guitar is extremely 
good, particularly in the biting lead break in 
‘Privat Life’. And just in case you were of the 
belief that The Pretenders were merely a 
faceless backing band for Chrissie Hynde, the 
boys got together to do their own song 
imaginatively titled ‘Space Invader’, which 
only goes to prove why Chrissie is the band’s 
songwriter! Unfortunately it’s the only dud 
track on an otherwise faultless album.
The fact that Chrissie Hynde has spent the 
last six or so years doing various jobs such as 
writing for NME, playing in several un­
successful French bands and singing 
background vocals for people like Johnny 
Thunders, is really evident on this album. 
These songs have been well thought over and 
carefully crafted. But there’s no doubt as to 
how much commercial potential is present on 
this record. Given the airplay, ‘Brass in 
Pocket’ will be just as big here as it was in 
England. It should be interesting to see how 
The Pretenders follow up this album, as to 
whether or not such a high standard will be 
able to be maintained. Whatever, this one is 
great, and as Chrissie says in ‘Brass In 
Pocket’;
“ I’m special, so special
I’ve got to have some of your attention” 
She’s got it!
— Goose
BILLY JOEL 
GLASS HOUSES 
(C.B.S.)
I thought that 52nd Street showed a few signs 
that Billy Joel was attempting to expand his 
previous limitations, nudging his music away 
from mainstream rock towards something a 
little more sophisticated. ‘Glass Houses’ sees 
him recoil like someone who nearlv aot his 
fingers burnt, back to a harder rock sound, 
sound.
This is not to suggest that 52nd Street was in 
any way a failure — it certainly wasn’t a 
commercial one; only Joel appears to have 
consciously opted to prolong chart success 
now that he has it, rather than risk doing 
anything radically different. ‘Glass Houses’ is 
delivered with plenty of punch and plenty of 
polish, but there are few real surprises. Guitar 
is dominant throughout — Joel’s ‘piano man’ 
persona is rarely present. When it does 
surface it is almost self parody ('Don’t Ask Me 
Why’) Something else that is also missing is 
the album’s killer ballad — there’s no ‘Just 
The Way You Are’, ‘James’ or ‘Always a 
Woman’ here. ‘You Were The One (C’Etait 
Toi)’ almost makes it, but falls flat on it’s 
derriere when Mr. Joel demonstrates that he 
is clever enough to sing in French. Thealbum 
closer, ‘Thru The Long Night’ is pretty enough 
in the McCartney tradition but is basically 
forgettable.
What ‘Glass Houses’ is about is showing that 
Billy Joel can play energetic rock'n'roll with 
the best of them. And there are some good 
songs as evidence, 'You May BeRight’ (which 
should make an excellent single) ‘I Don’t 
Want To Be Alone’, ‘Sometimes A Fantasy’ 
and even It’s Still Rock’n’Roll To Me.’______
Because ‘Glass Houses’ reaffirms Billy Joel’s 
allegiance to mainstream rock, I doubt 
whether it will have much trouble selling 
copies. Perhaps his record company will even 
forgive him for not having it ready for last 
year’s Xmas stocking.
— Jill Boyle
ELVIS COSTELLO AND THE 
ATTRACTIONS  
GET HAPPY 
(F—Beat)
I’m not going to attempt to play critic with this 
monster. The hour is getting late and two 
other people have already thrown up their 
hands in horror and declared, “How can we 
review this — I mean TWENTY tracks!”
Yes, that’s right, twenty tracks. That’s the 
daunting first impression (from a critic’s point 
of view) of the big E’s newie. And indeed, on 
the first couple of hearings, this album 
sounded like a mess — all the songs (ranging 
in time from 1.47 to 3.36) blending into each 
other, finishing before one even realised 
they’d started, and generally playing havoc 
with the old concentration span.
But on subsequent spins the character of the 
album starts to emerge from the mists. With 
the aid of arch collaborator Nick Lowe, 
Costello has aimed for a crisp, basically live 
sound and as is usual when these two get 
together, their aim is true. Gone is the multi­
dubbing of ‘Armed Forces’ — instead of 
cramming different styles into the one song, 
Costello keeps pretty much to the same style 
within his songs. The variety of styles are 
spread over the album via the abundance of 
songs.
The most immediate songs are the single, “ I 
Can’t Stand Up . . .” which beats and bobs 
along to an irrepressible rhythm, ‘New 
Amsterdam’ which is slow, melodic and 
almost slinky, ‘Motel Matches’ which finds 
Costello’s keen observation in fine form and 
‘Love For Tender’ which almost has a carnival 
feel.
But as I said, just about all the songs grow on 
you after a few plays, and I’m sure that, like 
‘Armed Forces’, there are hours of listening 
pleasure tucked away in these grooves. And if 
you’re worried that packing so many songs 
onto a piece of 12” vinyl is going to affect the 
sound, there’s a special reassuring note from 
‘Basher’ Lowe on the sleeve which promises 
“ no loss of sound quality due to ‘groove 
cramming’.”
What more can I say but, get into it and get 
happy!
Donald Robertson
SUBTERRANEAN 
MODERN/VARIOUS ARTISTS 
(Ralph Records)
CHEWING HIDES THE 
SOUND/SNAKEFINGER (Ralph 
Records)
Ralph Records specialize in comic music. Not 
funny music, but musical comix, the sort of 
thing you’d find in Heavy Metal magazine or 
similar publications. Opaque and technically 
interesting visions with vague storylines 
never quite resolved.
In their overview of the remains of San 
Francisco, and in an attempt (one supposes) 
to establish greater credibility as a record 
company, Ralph have given us “Subterranean 
Modern” , the chemical world’s four quartets. 
Chrome (who have had 3 LPs on Siren 
Records) start the album off, with a 
characteristically blurry tune called “Anti- 
Fade” , which somehow turns into a cover 
version of “ I Left My Heart in San Francisco” . 
It is the first of four different versions you will 
hear on this record. At least one of them is 
recognizable without reading the cover.
After their almost single “Meet You in the 
Subway” , Chrome withdraw in favour of MX- 
80 Sound, who are almost normal.
The other side contains four tracks by the 
Residents (Ralph’s original and best) and 
three tracks by Tuxedomoon, who sound very 
much like the Residents having second 
thoughts. Like the Residents, they do not 
allow us to see what they actually look like. 
Ralph must have spilt something nasty in the 
vat with this band as well.
The Residents’ version of .“Heart” is probably 
the best one on the album. The sense of the 
sinister which opens the track is carried right 
through. But the other tracks are not the 
Residents best. One thing this band have 
always had going for them is a gift for simple, 
trodden on melodies. Here we only get 
trodden on.
So, switching from headsized eyeballs and 
top hats, the Residents take 30,000 volt 
electromagnetic photographs of their finger­
tips, noses, etc, and become . . . .  Tuxedo- 
moon! Who promptly make use of a squelchy 
synthesizer to tell us where they left their 
hearts, offer us “ Everything You Want” , and 
leave us in the “Waterfront Seat” .
The album has all the charm of a tourist 
brochure for the burnt out parts of R D Laing’s 
head. Or an hors d’oeuvre at the Restaurant at 
the End of theUniverse. (In other words, great 
stuff!)
It is then that the straight man enters the 
scene. Snakefinger (who has helped the 
Residents in the past come to grips with the
reality of being trapped (in humanoid form), 
could be reasonably described as “ not too 
damaged” . A year or two ago he had a single 
out called “The Spot” , which proved if 
nothing else that he was, if not immune to 
Residential fallout, at least still British. 
Accompanied by the Resident Master 
Musicians, Snakefinger makes himself quite 
at home with the twelve extended Zap Comix 
on his record. None of it strains the credibility. 
He begins with a cover of “The Model” , 
originally written by Kraftwerk for their “Man 
Machine” album, and manages to capture all 
of the essential idiosyncrasies of this song. 
“ Kill the Great Raven” follows, about the 
Stranglers, I think, and then “Jesus Was a 
Leprechaun” , about one of the Little People 
whose prank backfires a bit.
I could say about any track on this record that 
the stories within them are entertaining and 
selfcontained. They are not overloaded with 
weirdness, sound pleasantly domestic, you 
can even sing a long with them if you want to 
be locked up.
“Here Comes the Bums” or “The Vultures of 
Bombay” would actually make good singles. 
By 1990 Snakefinger could conceivably be 
seen on Countdown.
Both of these records are a lot of fun which 
don’t demand that you the listener, do any 
work. There is not a track which you have to 
sit through.
Unfortunately this review is almost irrelevant 
because unless you buy the records straight 
from Ralph Records (444 Grove Street, San 
Francisco, CA 94102) you’re looking at 12 or 
13 bucks to get them from an import shop. 
Given the present artistic status of Ralph, this 
seems to be the going price for stupidity.
— Span
PHILIP RAMBOW 
SHOOTING GALLERY 
E.M.I.
I don’t know much about Philip Rambow 
except that he wrote a couple of songs on 
Ellen Foley’s “Nightout” album and it was for 
that reason that I pleaded with Mr Robertson 
(the Editor) to let me review this album. It’s 
always interesting to hear how a songwriter 
does his own material and the title track of Ms. 
Foleys album certainly aroused my interest in 
Philip Rambow.
Rambow does not disappoint. He has come 
up with a collection of excellent songs — not 
all this hearts and flowers stuff but something 
that shows a bit of inner strength rather than 
shallow romanticism. His songs are shot 
through with caustic cynicism that is also 
revealed in his strangely strained and rasping 
voice. Yet, Rambow possesses a certain kind 
of wounded sensitiv ity which gives 
everything he does from writing to playing a 
kind of sincerity that almost bleeds. It is 
difficult to pick out tracks from this album 
because they are all stunning.
It is a rarity for someone to combine the lyrical 
qualities of poetry with the rhythms of rock 
and roll but Philip Rambow does just that. 
Although the sound of the album is by a 
slightly muddy mix (especially on someguitar 
tracks) the musical content of Shooting 
Gallery is equally as potent as the lyrics. 
Rambow has not failed to carry his ingenuity 
from words to music. So we find some 
interesting use of synthesizer on a couple of 
tracks, (much more melodic than spacy), and 
piano accordion lending a rather wistful tone 
to a track called “Privilege” . In addition, 
there’s some Spanish style guitar backing on 
“Strange Destinies” as well as great har­
monies throughout the album.
The point of “Shooting Gallery” is pretty 
obvious — you win some, you lose some — 
whether you’re going for moving targets or 
hearts. That’s the gamble and you have to be 
prepared for those you miss. Rambow seems 
to be making the point that you cannot come 
through unscathed but at least you can come 
through. Like he says himself,
“ I used to be a romantic 
But now I’m not quite so inclined 
Cos one too many seasons of discontent 
Seem to have permanently messed up my 
mind.”
What is surprising is that he retains sympathy 
and it is nowhere more obvious than on 
“Victim” a song about Sid Viscious and Nancy 
Spungen. This album is definitely worth a 
space on the rack.
Collette Snowden
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Yep kids The Sound and The 
Fury is back. I completely under­
stand why you didn’t buy 
ROADRUNNER last issue after 
seeing that I’d missed the 
deadline, and I’d like to let you 
know — from the bottom of my 
heart — Jhat 1 appreciate the 
gesture ( I wouldn’t have bought it 
either). But you’ve got to mend 
broken hearts and find new 
housemates so I hope you’ll 
forgive me.
The Sound and The Fury award numberl 
is Miles Davis’ utterly brilliant double album 
Circle In The Round (CBS) which con­
tains previously unreleased material 
recorded during 1955 and 1970. No-one 
needs to be told of Miles’ genius and on this 
album he’s playing with the likes of John 
Coltrane, Billy Cobham, Wayne Shorter, Joe 
Zawinul, George Benson, Cannonball 
Adderley, Chick Corea, Red Garland, 
Herbie Hancock, Jack DeJohnette and 
countless others. Most of those guys got 
their first big break as Miles’ sidemen but 
anyway, this album is delightful. It’s worth its 
price just for the title track, a side long 
composition of Miles’ recorded In 1967. 
Just listen to Joe Beck’s hypnotic guitar 
lines in Jhe background and Wayne 
Shorter’s sax. Miles Davis is one of the 
major figures in contemporary music. 
Circle In The Round is a magnificent 
addition to his work and serves as a good 
introduction. During his career he’s encom­
passed an enormous number of musical 
styles. This album doesn’t include his 
greatest pieces but it does give represen- 
Fative snapshots of his career and its 
magnitude. Investigate.
The Sports Suddenly (Mushroom) is 
probably their best ever album. It’s got a 
great sound, fantastic songs and overall it’s 
easily the equal of anything coming from 
overseas in this style. But I guess you read 
all this last issue. Let’s press on.
The Byrds’ Play Dylan (CBS) is a 
sensibly put together collection of all The 
Byrds’ versions of Dylan songs. The Byrds 
were once the most sensitive interpreters of 
The Zims songs and this album’s got all of 
'em. There’s even the awful version of “Lay 
Lady Lay’’ which came out years ago on the 
Heavy Sounds sampler album. But it’s 
worth it just to have The Byrds version of 
“My Back Pages’’, “ It’s All Over Now BabV 
Blue’’, and “This Wheels On Fire” together. 
It’s an interesting collection even if you 
have all the original Byrds albums.
Another Buddy Holly anniversary was 
knocked up a few weeks ago and fans of 
this early Elvis Costello imitator will be 
interested in two recent releases doing the 
rounds of import shops. There’s Buddy 
Holly "In Person”  and "Buddy Holly 
"Live” (Cricket Records). “ In Person” has 
things like two different radio station 
announcements of the plane crash, alter­
nate versions of songs, and best of all, a lot 
of Holly material in its undubbed form. Ya 
see after young Holly died unscrupulous 
individuals set about adding to tapes he’d 
recorded — usually it was strings, a band 
and whatever else and in some cases it’s 
difficult to even hear Holly. On both these 
albums there’s a number of unaltered 
songs. The live bits come from an 
appearance with The Crickets on 
December 1,1957. They do “That’ll Be The 
Day " and “Peggy Sue” . Quality varies but 
it's pretty OK.
The “ Live” album is a necrophiliacs 
delight. There's interviews with Alan Freed 
(all about planes and flying — bad taste 
funny in retrospect) and Dick Clarke plus 
other snippets of Holly talking. There's 
various un-released and un-dubbed songs, 
a recording from 1954 and a 1958 live 
performance that includes "That'll Be The 
Day ", "Peggy Sue” , and “Oh Boy". And 
zipeeeee, there's five tracks from a live 
concert The Crickets did in 1969 at a 
Tribute To Buddy Hotly concert.
Chances of these albums being locally 
released are slight but they’re worth
seeking out. They’re an invaluable insight 
into the boy who made it up from Lubbock.
Time for another S & F award. I’ve 
mentioned The Beat (CBS) before but it’s 
just been released locally so Is more easily 
available. The Beat is Paul Collins’ band, 'e 
used to be in The Nerves along with one 
Jack Lee who wrote “Hangin’ On The 
Telephone” for Blondie. (where do you get 
all this trivia Stuart—ed). Anyway The 
Nerves split and Collins formed The Beat. 
He and Eddie Money were/are buddies and 
Eddie got ’em a contract with CBS. And the 
resulting album is just fantastic. Power pop 
that actually has power. None of this wimpy 
crap so many pop-bands are coming up 
with — you know the stuff that makes The 
Searchers look and sound like Charles 
Atlas singing with Ted Nugent. No these 
guys rock. Produced by Bruce- Botnick 
(Doors, etc) it contains 12 (count ’em) 
twelve potential hit singles. There just isn’t a 
mediocre song here. Short, so so catchy, 
great hooks and a beat that hits with a 
punch. Just meander into a record shop, 
stick on “Different Kind Of Girl” , “You Won’t 
Be Happy” , “ I Don’t Fit In” , or anything else 
for that matter and be convinced.
And whilst I’m on the subject of The Beat 
please ignore the idiot who reviewed the 
bands single (didn’t even mention the 
name) in the last ROADRUNNER: “But 
there’s nothing really outstanding aboutthis 
single. It’s one of many competent pop 
singles around.” The kid’s delirious. 
Probably likes Mi-Sex and The Angels.
Compared to The Beat every other pop 
rock’n’roll band is pissing in the wind.
m
All you cynics who slagged The Knack 
for just being the product of record 
company hype can all go and fuck 
yourselves. The new Knack album . . . .  
but the little girls understand (Capitol) 
proves conclusively that these four kids can 
deliver great rock’n’roll consistantly. This 
album’s a vast improvement onthefirstand 
the only really bad moment is the new 
single, “Baby Talks Dirty” which sounds 
just like "My Sharona” Part 2. But the rest is 
great. “ I Want Ya” should have been a 
single. There’s a fair number of slow songs 
mixed in with the fast rock’n’rollers. As 
someone once said, don’t be afraid to buy 
platinum. There are occasions when mass 
taste isn’t too far off the mark.
But The Sound And The Fury Award for 
service to rock’n’roll writers goesto EMI. My 
review copy of . . .  . but the little girls 
understand arrived with a big sticker on the 
front with the EM I logo and a heading of Life 
CAN be made easy! Underneath is listed 
the name of the current single, how it’s 
doing overseas and, wait for it THE HOT 
CUTS where 4 tracks are listed. Rationale 
being lazy rock writersfor papers don’t have 
to listen at all to the record or can just hear 
the record company selected tracks. With 
that help, core you can knock out ten 
reviews in an hour. Thanks EMI. Life is 
easier.
For no excusable reason our friends The 
Residents and their various Ralph Records 
stablemates seem to have been ignored 
recently. Ralph released four new albums a 
few months back. The Residents' Eskimo 
(Ralph) is the most successful and 
shatteringly brilliant of theirs since Third 
Reich'n'Roll. On Eskimo they take aim at a 
specific target (the disintegration of Eskimo 
culture) and score a bullseye. Whereas the
recent Residents albums have meandered 
a little, Eskimo is consistent, direct and 
connected. It’s the usual Residents music 
which can’t be done justice to in words — 
ya gotta hear it. Each musical piece is an 
interpretation of an Eskimo story. The words 
are printed on the sleeve along with 
Miscellaneous Eskimo Information Of 
Interest such as “ If catastrophe is immi­
nent, all in the settlement exchange wives in 
order to confuse the evil spirits” and “Dead 
children are buried with a dog’s head to 
protect the child in the afterlife.” Of course 
the album is on white, snow coloured vinyl 
and it’s suggested that to listen to Eskimo “a 
relaxed state of mind is essential. Warm 
clothing or a blanket should be within easy 
reach” and the whole point of this record 
and The Residents’ attempts at drawing 
attention to Eskimo culture is expressed in
the written Epilogue: “All the stories on this 
record are expressed in the past tense.This 
is because the Eskimo, particularly the 
Polar Eskimo on which this album is based, 
was ‘rescued’ from its ‘miserable’ lifestyle 
by welfare in the late sixties. The Polar 
Eskimo has been relocated entirely into 
government housing and now spends most 
of the day watching reruns on TV,”
You should hear this album — but it’s 
cold com.fort indeed.
Ian Gomm used to be in Brinsley 
Schwartz. He plays guitar and sings. His 
first solo album, Gomm With The Wind 
(Arista) is a pleasant, if unexceptional 
collection of short, poppy songs. Best track 
is “Hold On” and there’s a nice reworking of 
the old Brinsley song “ Hooked On Love” . 
It’s relaxing, tight, and easy to listen to but 1 
didn’t see God. Understand?
The C oncert O f The Decade  
(Mushroom — double album) is a very 
important album. It serves to show just how 
disgustingly mediocre, insipid, uncreative, 
unimaginative and boring most mainstream 
Austrlaian rock’n’roll was in the Seventies. 
Most of .the people who made rock’n’roll 
that really mattered didn’t sell enough 
records to qualify to play. And even the 
ones that did sound dreadful on this album. 
Skyhooks did die with Shirley’s departure' 
didn't they? Split Enz are capable of so 
much more. Only Stevie Wright gives a 
performance that’s truly exciting and inspir­
ing. ,
But I wouldn’t buy The Concert Of The 
Decade for his one song. And I certainly 
wouldn’t buy it for any of the others. Go buy 
ten independent singles instead. Anyone 
with a tenth of a brain could figure out which 
is better value.
Festival Records recently gained the 
rights to small American lable Bearsville 
who are best known for releasing Jesse 
Winchester and Todd Rundgren albums. 
They've just re-released some of the back 
catalogue and the highlight is an album by 
Norma Jean Wright just called Norma 
Jean (Bearsville).
It's one of the most accomplished disco 
albums of recent years. The album’s 
produced and arranged by guitarist Nile 
Rodgers and bassist Bernard Edwards who 
are also responsible for people like Chic 
and Sister Sledge. Norma Jean is worth 
buying just for the track called “Saturday” 
which, as Ken Barnes has pointed out in 
New York Rocker, is the logical extension of 
“ Little Richard's Rip It Up (‘Saturday night 
and .1 just got paid"), Eddie Cochran's
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‘Weekend’ and The Easybeats ‘Friday On 
My Mind’ ” . It’s all aboutwaiting forSaturday 
night, wanting to dance all week and 
wishing every day was Saturday. Now don’t 
tell me that disco isn’t capable of producing 
revolutionary sentiments!! The music’s 
great, Norma Jean sings astoundingly and 
there’s some amazing playing by Rogers 
and Edwards. Just listen to “ I Like Love” 
and hear what can be done with ye old 
electric guitar.
Don’t be a musical fascist all your life. 
Check out some of the best contemporary 
music. Norma Jean Wright is must that.
Now, just so this doesn’t get monotonous 
here’s some dross. Aerosmith’s Night In 
The Ruts (CBS). Whatdidyaexpect? It’s 
dreadful and contains an absolutely horen- 
dous version of The Shangrilas’ 
“ Remember Walking In The Sand” .
Live Wire’s Pick /f L/p (A & M) poses an 
interesting question. Seeing as how Dire 
Straits started to lose whatever they had 
with their second album what chance do 
their inferior clones have? Producer Glyn 
Johns shoulda known better.
Then there’s Rory Gallagher’s Top 
Priority (Chrysalis). Yes, you have heard all 
this gittar wank before. And no, it’s not atop 
priority.
My initial notes on Billy Cobham’s B.C. 
(CBS) went like this. Billy’s getting tired. 
Very shlocky, middle of the road stuff. At this 
rate he’ll get run over — that’s if he stays 
awake long enough. Insipid garbage. It’s not 
even good laaaaaaaaiiiiiiiid back funk, 
maaaaan.
Lazy rock’n’roll journalists would label 
Russ Ballards And The Barnet Dogs 
(Epic) as ‘catchy heavy rock’n’roll’. Sounds 
good to me. So what else is new????
Then there’s Bob James and Earl Klugh 
who have an album called One on One 
CBS) which features Ron Carter, Ralph 
McDonald etc. but which is rarely more than 
relaxed little doodlings. Great technical 
p lay ing , p leasan t, n ice  s tring  
arrangementzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzz. Next.
Jan is Ian’s Night Rain (Interfusion) is 
pretty tame singer-songwriter stuff. “ Here 
Comes The Night” is the theme song from 
The Bell Jar (Sylvia Plath — greatrock’n’roll 
lyricist of a few years back — (Don’t be glib 
Stuart—ed.) Ian writes pretty OK lyrics but 
they suffer drastically from very bland 
presentati0nzzzzzzzzzzzzzz. Next.
Canned Rock (Alberts) is an album 
recorded at a series of concerts held last 
year at Parramatta Gaol. The idea was to 
record an album inside a maximum security 
prison and raise money for The Inter­
national Year Of The Child (all proceeds 
from sale of this album). Bands appearing 
are Dallimore, The Reels, Kevin Borich 
Express, Machine, Rose Tattoo, and 
Feather. None of the performances are 
truly exceptional but the recording quality is 
pretty good. And it’s a neato cause.
Dirk Hamilton’s been around for a few 
years although no-one seems to care 
much. In 1978 he released the wonderful 
and Ignored Meet Me A t The Crux which 
was the next best thing to having a new Van 
Morrison album. The follow up is Thug Of 
Love (Elektra) which is similar to his last 
although his voice bears an uncanny 
resemblance to Broderick Smith’s style of 
'singing (which is obviously Morrison in­
fluenced). Hamilton writes great songs and 
sings real well. He’s worth investigating. . . 
and he makes me yearn for the day 
Broderick Smith appears on vinyl again.
Stan Getz, who’s presently touring 
Australia, is one of the finest ever roman­
tically lyrical sax players. He’s never taken 
too many chances (a la Coltrane, Young, 
Parker, Ayler, etc) but his playing has been 
consistantly lilting and beautiful, possibly 
reaching its height some years back on 
Jazz Samba with Charlie Byrd on guitar. 
His latest release Children Of The World 
(CBS) is another album in honour of The 
International Year Of The Child. Getz plays 
as well as ever but his sax is garnished by 
some fairly insipid playing by some of the 
sidekicks and strings are used excessively. 
An OK album, not a classic but still good 
enough to remind us that Getz has far from 
lost his touch. Check out the concerts.
Definitely the other release of the past
20,' Rpacjrynaec!
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weeks is Marianne Faithfuil’s Broken 
English (Island) which is unlikely to ever be 
released in this country. Lines like "every 
time I see your cock I see her cunt in my 
bed" and "she had cobwebs on her cunt but 
I believe in giving to the poor” didn’t endear 
themselves to dear old Festival Records, so 
if you want this masterpiece, yes MASTER­
PIECE, I’d suggest a quick visit to the 
closest import shop.
Broken English is just astounding. Ten 
years of Marianne Faithful’s life on one 
album. It’s bitter, harrowing, haunting, 
vindictive, 'aggressive and completely 
captivating. Greil Marcus put it best in his 
Rolling Stone review but I’ll have a go. It’s an 
electric album — no hint of “As Tears Go 
By” here — with tinges of European disco 
rhythms and some reggae.
Faithful spits out lyrics with a croakey, 
faltering but ultimately defiently strong 
voice. It’s an album from a woman who’s led 
a very damn hard life and is determined to 
have the last say. In her hands Lennon’s 
“Working Class Hero” takes on a re-newed 
reality, “The Ballad of Lucy Jordan” is sung 
by someone who understands what it's all 
about, and “Why D’Ya Do It” (the one 
causing the trouble) is so brutal, realistic 
and strong that you can’t help being drawn 
in by it.
As I’ve said before, there are some 
records that you just should hear. Words 
don’t do them justice. I get just about all my 
records for free but I paid for this and it’s by 
far the best purchase. I’d give up all the 
mediocre freebies just for Broken English. 
Here’s hoping Festival will cast off their 
puritanical gown and realise that the most 
honest, expressive and open art isn’t 
always that nice to hear.
The two walls of sound meet on the Phil 
Specter produced Ramones album End Of 
The Century (Sire). Spectors influence is 
only obvious on some tracks, and especial­
ly "Baby I Love You” which is augmented 
by those sweeping strings we know so well. 
The Ramones are still writing the most 
direct, smart and accessible rock’n’roll 
songs around, they’re playing better than 
ever (gee there’s even some lead breaks) 
and End Of The Century is their best 
album yet. Highlight is the Christmassy 
“ Danny Says” ;
“Danny says we gotta go 
Gotta go to Idaho 
But we can’t go surfin ’
‘cause i t ’s 20 below  
Sound checks at 5.02 
Record stores and interviews 
Oh, but I can’t wait 
to be with you tomorrow  
Baby
Oho-ho-ho, we got nowhere to go 
And it may sound funny, but i t ’s true 
Hangin’ out in 100B 
Watching Get Smart on TV 
Thinkin’ about
You and me and you and me 
Hangin’ out in LA
And there’s nowhere to go
It a in’t Christmas if  there a in ’t no snow
Listening to Sheena on the radio
oh-ho-oh-ho.”
Fantastic. And there’s their version of 
“Chinese Rocks” and the saga of Jackie 
and Judy is updated with them getting drunk 
at the Mudd Club, and an amazing tribute to 
rock’n’roll radio and then rock’n’roll 
highschool from the movie and 1 -2-3-4this 
is a great album 1-2-3-4 now I wanna 
review another record 1-2-3-4 an beat on 
the turntable with a baseball bat 1-2-3-4 
(calm down Stuart—ed) NEXT . . . .
Hearing the vitality and spirit of The 
Ramones and then playing Lazy Racer’s 
Lazy Racer (A & M) album makes it even 
more obvious why I hate this shit. Producer 
Glyn Johns shoulda learnt with his Dire 
Straits soundalikes. This is coked out crap 
that’s so far laid back it fell over and died 
years ago. Avoid at all costs.
I’m a real fan of teen idols but I’m still not 
convinced that Rex Smith has the 
charisma and style to be a successful one. 
His second album Forever (CBS) sees him 
experimenting with a variety of material, 
none of it convincingly. He’s tooo self 
consciously teen to carry It all off.
In contrast The Bay City Rollers’ latest 
(released a while ago) called Elevator 
(Arista) is powerful, strong, catchy and 
easily their most impressive album. The 
Rollers make great catchy rock’n’roll with 
real power. It’s a shame their teeny bopper 
associations turn so many people off them.
Whilst we’re on the subject I’m still 
waiting to see Linton Kwesi Johnson’s 
Forces of Victory (Island) album in my 
local record bar alongside the insipid Bob 
Marley albums they’re been foistering on us 
for the past few years along with Third 
World, Inner Circle and all that garbage.
Johnson is, along with Steel Pulse, the, 
most politically aware and forceful reggae 
artist in Britain. His reggae means 
something to us ’cause he rejects all this 
Rastafarian stuff and opts for a philosophy 
of let’s fight the battles where we are — in 
our own backyard. Johnson’s a poet 
adapting his words to reggae backing and 
rhythms. It’s a fine album that should be 
heard by, and be accessible to more 
Australians than frequenters of import 
shops.
Jan Akkerman experiments with 
everything from trad jazz to disco on 3 
(Atlantic). There’s the occasional exciting 
moment (“Stingray” ) but most of it’s 
relaxing background music. Akkerman’s a 
fine guitarist — still — but he doesn’t really 
spark here.
Yet another would be Costello/Joe 
Jackson meanders by in the form of Roy 
Sundholm. His album called The Chinese 
Method (Mercury) shows Sundholm to be 
an adequate songwriter but his presenta­
tion is nothing extraordinary.
Linda Ronstadt has always chosen 
excellent material to cover but on Mad 
Love (Asylum) she also does It justice. 
She’s singing rock’n’roll again — like she 
means it. Like the lyrics are important. 
Covers of Costello’s “ Girls Talk” andTarty 
Girl” , Neil Young’s “ Look Out For My Love” , 
and other bits and pieces. Mad Love is a joy 
to hear and a solid kick in the face to all 
those (like me) who thought she was just 
another coked out, careerist wimp. She’s 
even more than a party girl — republican or 
democratic.
And gee, I ’m just getting warmed up — 
still stacks of albums to do but the Ed rings 
up and says to stop, says I’ve done too 
many already.
Some people have no sense of humour. 
So that’s it, kids, at least till the next issue 
when we’ll catch up with all the rest.
It’s all just plastic anyway. Who really 
cares?
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Blondie Atomic (Chrysalis 12” ). Another 
pulsating powerpop platter from the Blon- 
die/Chapman Hit Factory. The disco beat 
puts one immediately in mind of their last 
mega platinum single, “Heart of Glass” and 
this has already hitthe number one spot in the 
U.K. The special feature of the 12” version is a 
live cut of David Bowie’s “Heroes” which 
features Robert Fripp on guitar. Intriguing. 
Also on the flip is another cut from the “Eat to 
the Beat” album,“D/e Young Stay Pretty" 
Should be a HUGE hit.
Skyhooks This Town is Boring (Mushroom) A 
real up-tempo rocker from Skyhooks with 
Tony Williams really stamping his identity on 
the band. For a band who so many people 
have written off. Skyhooks prove they can still 
rage with the best of them. Some searing lead 
guitar from Bob Spencer and a dash of piano 
from Bongo Starkie are highlights. Producer 
Eddie Leonetti had gone for the heavy heavy 
metal sound and has pulled it off magnificent­
ly.
S C I E N T I S T S
The Scientists E.P. (White Rider Records) 
Australia has it’s own west-coast pop explo­
sion and The Scientists from Perth are 
leading the surge. The E.P. just brims with raw 
energy. The rhythm section thrashes like a 
caged beast. The opening track, “Last 
N ighris  almost Beatlish in flavour and over 
thê  four songs the band display a concise 
awareness of melody. But these songs have
melodies that rage rather than cajole.............
The bands live tour de force is the E.P.’s last 
track, “ Pissed on another Planet” which 
contains the immortal line “ lets go for a pub 
crawl around the stars” . Great.
With all the shit that’s been poured on him it’s 
no wonder that Garry Numan comes across 
as being siightly paranoid. On his new single 
“Complex (WEA) he sounds heartless and 
remote controlled as ever. The song contains 
the line, “ please keep them away/don’t let 
then touch me” . With the amount of money 
the guy is making it shouldn’t be too hard to 
arrange.
Loaded Dice are another band from Perth and 
on their second single “Telephone” (\NEA) 
they’ve come up with a real corker. They 
might look a little bit odd but they sound 
great. Telephone must be one of the best 
Australian Pop singles released for many 
years. Its got everything la-la harmonies, 
catchy hooks, superb production and in fact-1 
love it.
While Loaded Dice are pining over a lost love 
The Aliens on “Follow That G/r/” (Mushroom) 
are definitely on the prowl. Obviously a very 
image conscious band, their stance seems 
perhaps a little too contrived. They seem a 
little too aware of what is currently in vogue 
and while I am notfora momentabouttodeny 
their ability to write catchy little songs, I 
wonder if that is going to be enough. 
Teenage music for the over twenties. 
“Another Brick in the Wall” by Pink Floyd 
(CBS) is a single you are probably all familiar 
with as it has been blasting out of your T.V. 
screens for the last two weeks. It might.be a bit 
redundent of me saying that it has been worth 
waiting for, but I’ll say it anyway. Its got a 
relevant message, superlative production (Of 
Course!) and a truly arresting film clip. It is 
interesting to compare it to Have a Cigar by 
French band Rosebud (Epic). This descofied 
version of the song from “Wish You Were 
Here” is currently doing great business in 
Melbourne, and if you think Pink Floyd are 
lacking a little in emotion cheek out this one. 
It so sterile you would have difficulty growing 
lichen on it, let alone tobacco.
A full eighteen months after they released 
“Rock Lobster”as an independent single The 
B52’s are set to have a hit with the song here in 
Australia. In the eighteen months since it was 
originally released it has not lost any of it’s 
quirky charm but if you haven’t heard the 
independent single orthe album already then 
you are definitely not hip.
Nobody does Motown like Motown. 
“Cruisin'” the new single from Smokey 
Robinson (You Guessed it — Motown) is 
seven inches of sheer delight — sweet soul 
music. The groove is so relaxed that it will 
almost turn your needle to rubber. This is in 
the same class as the Young Rascals’ 
Groovin’ which was basically an imitation of 
Robinson in the first place. Twenty years on 
and his voice isstill like honey. Fantastic stuff. 
Left of Centre, a young Adelaide Band, have 
put out a self financed single. The name of the 
band is quite appropriate for as far as I know 
they have never played a gig — but they have 
come up with a superb pop single called 
Sweet Angelique. The playing is taut and 
tight, the arrangement is dynamic and the 
vocals are superb. You will be hearing a lot 
more of this one.
Smokey Robinson may be producing Magic 
Soul but his female contemporary Diana Ross 
is still hanging round the disco with her latest 
single “It’s My House” (Motown). She has 
moved on to an older generation. But if Linda 
Ronstadt can go back to the roots, wouldn’t it 
be great to see Diana Ross do the same. It 
looks like Smokey is the only one keeping the
Motown flag flying this time as the 
Commodores’ new single “Wonderland” 
(Motown) is a big brass type smaltzy offering. 
Slick and empty.
Jimmy Buffet is the prime exponent of 
Southern salsa swing and his latest single, 
“Voicano” (MCA) is a pretty good example of 
the style. Would make good background 
music if you are sipping pineapple juice on a 
Queensland beach.
Steve Forbert has managed to burst through 
the “ new Dylan” and “ new Springsteen” tags 
that were put on him when he started playing 
around New York’s Greenwich Village. No 
one would deny that he is operating of the 
g r ea t  t r a d i t i o n  of  A m e r i c a n  
singer/songwriters, but on Romeo’s Tune 
(Epic) he demonstrates that he is paying 
homage to nobody. There is some great piano 
and organ and in fact the band that Young 
Steve has assembled sounds pretty hot. This 
is a touching love song (remember them?) 
and ain’t half bad. (I recon he’s the new Billy 
Joel myself.)
Aerosmith have put out a heavy version of the 
old Shangri La’s classic “Remember Walking 
in The Sand" (CBS), it ’s a bit too heavy 
handed to my ears. What happened to the 
tenderness boys?
The Skids have had a string of hits in the U.K. 
but to date have not been able to repeat the 
success anywhere else. Their new single 
Animation (Virgin) has been produced by ex- 
Be-Bop-Deluxe guitar player Bill Nelson and 
it features the same marching beat that has 
been a feature of just about all their other 
singles. It’s slightly grandiose in feel and 
while perhaps a little long for commercial 
radio airplay, nevertheless it is a well con­
structed and well conceived song. If all the 
pop records around are making you too 
cheerful putthisoneon. Itwillslowyoudown.
Shooting Star are Virgin records first 
American signing and their debut single 
“You’ve Got What I Need” sounds so 
American that it is almost a joke. Take the 
crucial elements of Toto, Jefferson Starship, 
Boston and Poco, mix together, incubate for 
hatf an hour and you got what the American 
Public Need (or think they do).
Living By Numbers by New Music (GTO), and 
Living in the Plastic Age by The Buggies 
(Island) are both clean efficient pop songs 
which both trivialise serious aspects of the
future. The modern equivalent of Nero 
fiddling while Rome burns, i.e., escapist 
fantasy.
Magazine are respected members of the old 
guard of the new wave. “A Song-From Under 
The Floor Boards" (Virgin) shows why. It’s 
modern, serious, inventive and original both 
musically and lyrically.
To finish off, a triumvirate of The Best of 
British. The Jam won best band and best 
album awards in Britain last year. The album 
in question “All Mod Cons” was only released 
in this country on import. The Jam are very 
British. The single from their new album, 
“Setting Sons” is Eton Rifles (Polydor). It’san 
epic single both in theme and execution. The 
song is very full musically, with Paul Weller 
displaying an immaculate command of power 
chording. The topic, that of an English class 
war set in the very near future is peculiarly 
English, but that doesn’t make it any less 
interesting. All in all, it is a fascinating 
extension of the pop song format. U.K. 
Squeeze on the other hand, are not interested 
in extending the pop song format — their 
main object seems to be refining it.
“Another Nail in my Heart" from the Argy 
Bargy album (A & M) is further proof of the 
band’s command of the genre. Listen to it 
once and you will want to listen to it again. 
Listen to it twice and you will be humming it 
all week.
The Chorus of 
“ Here in the bar 
The piano man’s found 
Another nail for my heart” , 
should strike a chord in the memory of most 
people who have been touched by a song and 
that would include just about everyone, I 
think. Aren’t U.K. Squeeze clever to have 
written a song about it.
Last but certainly not least, the old maestro 
himself, Elvis. “I Can’t Stand Up For Falling 
Down" is reputed to be an old Sam and Dave B 
side. Rhythm section Pete and BruceThomas 
provide a straight ahead, striving beat while 
keyboard player Steve Niave contributes an 
off beat piano. Costello actually sounds a 
little strained in the vocal department (a 
rushed schedule?) It is a difference for 
Costello to have more beat than melody but 
that is what this single has got. It’s a stripped 
down dance song and Costello is still enough 
of an inventor to get away with it.
Donald Robertson
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AUSTRALIA'S LEADING TALENT ORGANISATION
BOOKING THE WHO’S WHO OF AUSTRALIAN ROCK.
ALIENS
AUSTRALIAN CRAWL 
AYERS ROCK 
BOYS NEXT DOOR 
DALLIMORE 
DAVE WARNER
DOUG PARKINSON & THE SOUTHERN STAR 
BAND
FAST BUCK 
HONEYDRIPPERS 
JEFF ST JOHN 
JIM KEAYS BAND 
JIMMY AND THE BOYS
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LOOSE TROUSERS 
MARC HUNTER 
MATCHBOX
MIKE RUDD & THE HEATERS
MOTHER GOOSE
PHIL MANNING BAND
RADIATORS
RADIO STARS
REELS
ROSE TATTOO
ROSS RYAN BROTHERS
ROSS WILSONS MONDO ROCK
RUSSELL MORRIS BAND
SCANDAL
SECRET POLICE
SKYHOOKS
SNEAKERS
SWEET JAYNE
TEXAS
THE NAUTS
THE DOTS
THE SPORTS
THE STOCKLEY SEE and MASON BAND 
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P.O. BOX 121 
ST. KILDA, 3181 
PH. (03) 51 0661
ENTERTAINMENT CONSULTANTS FOR CAMPUSES, HOTELS, SCHOOLS, 
CONCERTS, ADVERTISEMENTS, STORE PROMOTION.
ANY TYPE OF FUNCTION!
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SPLIT ENZ
RENEE GEYER BAND
S P E C IA L  A T T R A C T IO N S  
U.K. SQUEEZE (JAN/FEB)
MI-SEX
JON ENGLISH & BAXTER FONT 
IAN MELORUM 
CHRISTIE ALLEN 
THE SHERBS (FEB/MARCH)
JOHN PAUL YOUNG (MARCH)
N.S.W. REP.
P.O. BOX 1607 
NTH. SYDNEY, 2060 
PH. (02) 436 1411
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PRODUCED BY EDDIE LEOM iTTI
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LA. POP EXPLOSION
It’s not just that I went out and got a guitar 
player to replace the last guitar player, Tim 
and 1 go together. We re sort of boyfriend 
and girlfriend. I’ve been admiring his music 
for sometime and it’s just real neat to be 
able to work together” she said.
Musically The Motels mix powerful, 
emotional ballads sung sooooo well by 
Martha, with punchy, catchy rock’n’roll. Of 
all the bands they’re associated with, The 
Motels sound the most musically ac­
complished. They have the best grasp of 
dynamics and sense of experimentation. 
Besides Martha and ’er boyfriend there’s 
Martin Life Jourard (keyboards and sax), 
Michael Goodroe (bass) and Brian Glascock 
(drums).
Influence wise Martha says I listen to a lot 
of classical and some good blues. Round 
about 11 I got really hooked on musicals -
West Side Story” and that kind of thing. I 
still think that has a lot to do with my music 
because I still like a cabaret type of feel and 
‘songs’,” she said.
There’s also, a story that Martha sold her 
house and used the money to buy a P.A. It 
was a matter of just having the faith and the 
belief”, Martha said. “All the time you’re 
making it and you’re not getting paid — 
everyone who’s been in the business will tell 
you that there’s no easy path to the top, or 
even to the middle. It’s one of those things 
where you’ve got to have a lot of faith and I 
i d  and I sold my house and I bought the 
equipment and moved my family.
It always seemed the proper place to be 
because the industry is here and I recom­
mend that tactic to anyone else. It’s 
definitely good to see the business this close 
up and meet people. You have some hard 
times but ultimately you learn a lot” she 
said.
The'Motels song that’s getting most at­
tention in Australis is a slow song called 
Total Control” where Martha intones 
about wanting to have total control and 
being prepared to sell her soul to get it.
Needless to say it stems from personal 
sxperience” . Martha said. T’d be lying if I 
told you it wasn’t. It was more an angry 
song when I wrote it, more manic. The 
version with the former guitar player came 
from him playing around with this hypnotic 
rhythm — very hypnotic kind of drumming 
and it just happens that the words came with 
the melody and they just fit perfectly” she 
said.
When The Sports came back from America 
they were raving about The Motels live 
performance having played a show or two 
with them. Martha’s opinion of The Sports'.’ 
Yeah, we did one night with them” she 
said. I think it was in San Fransisco 
............ I really like their album” she said.
OK, that’s it for our look at some of the new 
faces on the West Coast rock’n’roll scene. 
They’re the lucky ones who’ve been 
SELECTED.
It’ll be interesting to review their progress 
in 6 months — maybe one of them will be 
number 1 and maybe The Invaders, The 
Fleshtones, The Marshalls, The Flashcubes, 
The Human Switchboard, The Last, and 
some of the literally thousands of others will 
get their records released (A) by a major 
company and (B) in Australia.
Until then listen to The Beat ’cause what’s 
great rock’n’roll without the beat, the beat, 
the beat, the beat, the beat. (Uh, didn’t I 
read that before'.’ — ED)
And the L.A. quote I like best is from Frank 
Lloyd Wright: Tip the world over on its 
side and everything loose will land in Los 
Angeles”. See ya.
Hey! Hey! Hey! We’ve got 20 trax — stax of wax — from the Big E — 
Elvis Costello — to give away to our first 30 new subscribers this issue.
Yup, it’s the four-eyed ones new elpee, ‘‘Get Happy” , recorded in 
Holland and produced by the wizard of the mixing desk, Nick Lowe.
It’s the perfect backing music for lovers’ quarrels, trendy parties, 
cruising on the freeway and many_, other activities.
So don’t delay — write today and send $15.00 (cheque or money order) 
for 26 issues of Roadrunner.
Address to Roadrunner Subscriptions, P.O. Box 90, Eastwood. S.A. 
5063.
NAME......................................................................................................................................
ADDRESS,
□  I require one year's subscription at $15.
C I require back copies of the followinq issues at $1 each:
.POSTCODE.
Enclosed is a cheque/money order for $
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